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Maid of Athens 

CHAPTER I 

FOR HIS HONOR AND HIS NAME 

)1 LL who have visited Athens and stopped 
A-\ long enough to view its ruins and 
-*- -^ become familiar with the history of its 
heroes must know the old marble-pillared 
villa on the Hill of the Muses. It stands 
more than half-way up the slope, amid its gar- 
dens and olive groves, a short distance below 
the ruined tomb of Philopappus, looking 
down on the modern city and facing the 
Acropolis. Time beneath the sunny sky of 
Greece touches all, save its human children, 
with caressing fingers, and passing years 
beautify rather than deface. So this old villa 
appears now much as it did when Byron 
wooed madly its beautiful mistress ; or even 
as it did on that day fifteen years earlier when 
this story opens. 

On that day, in the spring of 1796, the 
Countess Riga sat embroidering at the window 
of a chamber on the front of the villa. Her 
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child, a baby of six months, lay asleep at the 
other end of the room, and its nurse, an old 
Greek woman, knelt beside the cradle waving 
over it a large fiin of gay-colored feathers. 
The countess stitched, and, as she stitched, 
she gazed across the valley to the ruin-crowned 
Acropolis and sang : 

«* Sons of the Greeks, arise ! 

The glorious hour's gone forth. 
And, worthy of such ties. 

Display who gave us birth. — ** 

As the song progressed her voice grew more 
and more triumphant, a rich color flooded her 
cheeks, and her eyes shone like stars. 

" Sons of the Greeks, let us go — " she sang 
on — "In arms against the foe." The tri- 
umph in her voice was supreme. 

The nurse moved uneasily. " My lady," 
she remonstrated. 

" Ah, Eudocia, you fear I may be over- 
heard ! " the countess exclaimed. 

" There is a decree against singing that song, 
my lady." 

" Yes, a decree against singing my husband's 
most glorious song. The Turkish tyrant 
fears the influence of his patriotic words on the 
sons of Greece," the lady replied. Then, 
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rising to her feet, she motioned proudly 
towards the city and the sun-bathed hills 
beyond, ** But I tell you, Eudocia, the day 
will come — it is almost here — when, in spite 
of their decree, Greece will reverberate with 
that song, chanted by victorious patriots with 
my husband as their leaden" 

How beautiful she was in her excitement ! 
The nurse looked at her flushed cheeks and 
starry eyes, and shook her head pityingly. 

" God grant that my lord comes safely 
home," she said. 

" Comes safely home ! Oh, Eudocia, how 
can you doubt ? " the countess cried in sharp 
reproof. " Do we not on our knees implore 
the Holy Mother of God night and morning? 
Since this uprising was determined there has 
not been a breath drawn in Greece that has 
not wafted to Heaven a supplication for its 
success." 

" Yes, my lady, but the Turks are powerful 
and so — cruel ! " She crouched down shiv- 
ering as from the lash of a whip. 

" Ah, but at last Greece is aroused. Every 
son of Athens is a patriot. Did I say every 
son of Athens? Ah, no, there is one — as 
you know, Eudocia, — you who nursed us 
both — that one, — God help me! — is my 
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own brother. My brother, an enemy to 
Greece and a servant of the Turks! But 
now, that the sword is drawn, Greece will be 
free. Any day, any hour, may bring us news 
of a battle. My husband will come marching 
home with his patriots, and Athens in gala 
dress will go marching out to meet them 
as — " 

The door opened and a young man in the 
uniform of a Turkish soldier entered. He 
was covered with dust and the stains of hard 
travel, but through it all there shone a pallor 
that made his face as ghastly as a dead man's. 
At sight of him the nurse rose to her feet with 
a half-smothered shriek. Then, turning to- 
wards the sleeping child, she buried her face in 
the cover of its cot and groaned aloud. The 
man did not speak. He turned to the countess 
and for a moment she gazed into his eyes. 
Her face changed. The whole woman seemed 
to change. It was as though her entire life 
were curdled into that one moment. 

" There was a battle, my lady," he told her, 
his voice hoarse with emotion. *'My lord 
was taken, covered with wounds." Here he 
stopped, waiting, but the countess made no 
sign. He went on. " The governor ordered 
him shot — You made me swear to stay by 
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him to the end, my lady, I kept my oath," 
he cried, falling on his knees. " They left his 
body where it fell, forbidding its burial. That 
night I stole it and, digging a grave on the 
mountain, I buried him." 

There was silence in the room. The coun- 
tess put out her hands in blind desperation, as 
though the weight of the earth-clods that lay 
above the cold form in that mountain grave 
were pressing on her heart. Presently she 
asked : 

" He sent no word, no — no message ? " 
Her voice was as passionless as the face of a 
sleep-walker. 

He looked up at her. Then, bowing his 
head he covered his face with his hands. 

" No one is allowed to approach the prison- 
ers," he answered. " But I — disguised in the 
accursed Turkish uniform — pressed up among 
their guards when my lord was brought out. 
He saw me, and, drawing a miniature from his 
bosom, pressed it to his lips. Later — as the 
command to fire was given — his eyes again 
sought me out." He stopped, shaken by sobs 
he could no longer suppress. " He died like a 
brave gentleman," he went on under his breath, 
— "fell pierced by a dozen bullets. As he 
went down, the little picture lay against his 
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lips. I felt sure it was his last message^ my 
lady, — that you would understand." 

"Yes," she replied. "I understand." With 
these words, all her marvellous beauty and her 
pride came back to her. Though her cheeks 
were not flushed as they had been before he 
came, her eyes were as brilliant, and her lips 
were wreathed in smiles. She crossed to him 
and touched his shoulder. 

" Demetrius," she said. " His message was 
to me and to you.** 

The Greek stood up, gazing in awe at her 
smiling face. She did not notice his look, but 
went on — 

" He left his honor in our keeping, Deme- 
trius — his honor, and his name." She 
pointed to the sleeping child. " There is his 
daughter, his only child, the last of his name. 
He called her his Maid of Athens, and it was 
for her sake that he swore to deliver Greece 
from Turkish rule. He took the oath the 
day of her birth. She is your charge, Deme- 
trius ; her life depends on your faithfulness." 

The young man drew himself up as if for 
salute. His face flushed and his eyes sparkled, 
as though a flash of her own spirit had entered 
his soul. 

"I will defend her to the last drop of my 
6 
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blood, my lady. Name any oath you please 
and I will take it." 

The countess smiled, and turned towards 
the cowering nurse. 

" Bring me my bridal robes, Eudocia, and 
my jewels," she commanded. 

When the woman had gone out, she said : 

" You must take Lady Thyrza to Constan- 
tinople to my brother. Prince Maroozi, the 
private secretary of the grand vizier. Tell 
him of my husband's death. Give him this 
ring." She slipped a ring from her finger and 
gave it to him. " Tell him that his sister im- 
plored his protection for her child, in the name 
of her who first wore this ring, our mother. 
Take Lady Thyrza up, Demetrius, there is no 
time to lose." 

He lifted the sleeping child, folding her 
in the heavy cloak which the countess handed 
him. He turned towards the door, then 
stopped. 

" My lady ! " he cried, as though startled 
by a sudden thought. " The Turks will 
come, they may be on their way even now. I 
cannot leave you to fall into their hands." 

"You protect your master's name, Deme- 
trius. I will preserve his honor. You must 
go before Eudocia returns. She has a faithful 
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heart, but she has grown old and self-indulgent. 
The torture of the Turks might wring from her 
secrets which otherwise she would protect with 
her life." 

He stood for a moment, regarding her 
uneasily; then put up his free hand and 
scratched the back of his head. 

" How can I leave you, my lady ? " he 
asked with a distrustful glance at her. " What 
do you plan ? At the first sight of the Turks 
your servants will run away like whipped dogs. 
You will never be able to make your way out 
of Greece alone." 

" I shall not attempt to leave Greece. Kara- 
Halil Pasha, the governor of Athens, will care 
for me. Later when things become more 
quiet, — my brother's influence — you need 
have no fear for me, Demetrius. Your charge 
is the Lady Thyrza, to deliver her safely to 
my brother in Constantinople. Now make 
haste, go." 

He straightened himself up and turned to 
go. She stopped him, lifted the cloak from 
the child's face; then she drew back and 
motioned him off. 

" No, no, I must not kiss her," she said 
harshly. "I should lose control of myself 
I should not have the strength to do it." 

8 



For His Honor and His Name 

He was fumbling at the fastening of the 
door when she stopped him again. 

" Demetrius, there is something else. If I 
should not see you again for, — for years — 
they may not allow me to join the Prince 
Maroozi at once — you must stay near Lady 
Thyrza. My brother will bring her up in 
Constantinople. His wife was a lady of the 
sultan's harem. They may rear my daughter 
as their own child, may never even speak to 
her of her parents. That must be your duty. 
You must tell her of her father, how he loved 
her and gave his life that she might grow up 
the daughter of a free country, without fear of 
Turkish violence. You must make a faithful 
Greek patriot of her, Demetrius, and when she 
becomes a woman — " She raised her eyes, 
her face glowing as with inspiration. " Yes, 
she will be a beautiful woman, and another man 
will lay down his life for her sake and accom- 
plish what her father began. Swear on the holy 
picture above her cot ! Swear, Demetrius ! " 

The young man turned where a picture of 
the Virgin hung against the wall. 

"In the name of the Almighty God and 
of my Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ, and by 
the Most Holy Virgin to whom I pray for 
mercy," the countess said, and he repeated 
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her words, — "I, Demetrius ZagrafFo, do 
solemnly swear to serve and protect as my law- 
ful mistress Lady Thyrza Riga; furthermore 
I swear to tell her the truth of her father's 
noble life and patriotic death, and to do all in 
my power to render her a daughter worthy of 
my lord and true to the cause of Greece/* 

He bent forward and kissed the picture 
reverently. 

"Go at once," commanded the countess, 
and she turned her face to the open window. 

A moment later the door was burst open. 
The nurse rushed in, followed by a dozen 
terrified women servants. 

"The Turks! My lady, the Turks!" 
they shrieked. " They are marching up from 
the city. The road is swarming with them." 

" It is the governor," said the countess. 
" I must dress to receive him." 

She took the jewel casket and the garments 
from the hands of the trembling woman, and 
prepared to dress. Relieved of her burden, 
the nurse turned mechanically towards the 
cradle, and, finding the child gone, uttered 
a loud cry of alarm. 

" Demetrius has taken Lady Thyrza out, 
Eudocia. I sent her out to — to play." 

Then she walked deliberately across the 
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room, and, taking her stand before a tall 
mirror, began to disrobe. There was a noise 
on the marble stairs, the sound of hurrying 
feet. The next instant, an old man and two 
boys came running towards the door. Seeing 
the countess, they stopped. 

" Fly ! My lady, fly ! " the old man cried 
wildly. His face was ghastly pale and his 
eyes bulged with fright. "There is not a 
moment to lose. It is the Turkish guard 
from the citadel on the Acropolis. The gov- 
ernor is leading them. They are coming to 
murder you, my lady." 

"You don't know what you are talking 
about,"the countess said, speaking very slowly 
and softly. " The governor is coming to 
offer me his protection. I must dress to 
receive him." 

** They are turning in at the grove," a 
woman shrieked from the window. 

" They will murder us all," the nurse cried, 
wringing her hands. 

"If you are afraid of the soldiers, you need 
not stay to receive them. The governor will 
know where to find me. Go and hide ! All 
of you, go ! " ordered the countess. 

" Come with us, my lady," pleaded Eudocia. 
"The Turks will — " 
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" I am perfectly safe. The governor is my 
best friend," the countess answered, smiling. 
" The soldiers are often unruly and may injure 
some of you. I order you all to go. Go, 
Eudocia," she commanded, motioning her to 
follow the other servants. 

The woman obeyed unwillingly, and, as she 
went out, looked over her shoulder to the 
countess who stood before the mirror, robing 
herself. Then she closed the door, and run- 
ning joined her fellow servants, who fled by 
the back of the villa to their hiding places in 
the mountains. As they hurried on, she told 
her companions: 

"The governor has always loved my lady. 
Now that my lord is dead, she will give herself 
to him and become the queen of his harem." 

The countess stood before her mirror, dress- 
ing, and, as she dressed, she sang : 

**Son8 of the Greeks, arise! 

The glorious hour 's gone forth, — *' 

The governor halted on the terrace. " What 
is that sound ? " he asked. 

" A woman singing the rebel war song, Ex- 
cellency," the captain of the guards replied, 

«« Sons of the Greeks, let us go, — *' 
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the countess sang, and she slipped on her bridal 
robe of rich embroidery. 

The governor recognized her voice, and the 
scowl on his brow was dissipated by the exulta- 
tion that flashed from his eyes. He entered 
the deserted villa with twenty soldiers at his 
back. 

" ' Till their hated blood shall flow 
In a river past our feet.** 

The countess clasped on her gem-encircled 
girdle and fastened flashing jewels in her 
hair. 

The governor mounted the marble stairs, 
and he smiled as he mused : " She is alone. I 
will come upon her unawares." 

**Then manfully despising 

The Turkish tyrant's yoke, — ** 

The governor's smile became more languish- 
ing. "She shall apologize in my arms, with 
my kisses hot on her lips," he determined, 

** Let your country sec you rising. 
And all her chains are broke.*' 

The governor pushed open the door. The 
singer was before him. 

She stood against the sunlight from the win- 
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dow, one hand pressed hard against her breast, 
her eyes upon the governor, her head held 
high. She lifted her hand, there was a flash 
in the sunlight, and her gleaming dagger sank 
deep into her bosom. 
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CHAPTER II 

BLUE EYES OR BLACK 

YEARS pass quickly in the life of a 
happy child. The earliest recollec- 
tions of the Lady Thyrza Riga were 
of her uncle, his beautiful Circassian wife, and 
their palace in Stamboul. She could not recall 
any place that was not Turkey, neither could 
she remember when she was first taken to visit 
the children of the imperial harem. She be- 
came the playmate of the Princess Naime and 
the Princess Yildiz, daughters of Sultan Selim, 
and a favorite of the ladies of his harem, when 
too young to realize the honor or consider the 
privileges. 

The first break in this life of childish thought- 
lessness was the death of her Circassian aunt. 
That, to Lady Thyrza, marked the beginning of 
her real existence, and the many striking inci- 
dents that followed stood out like milestones 
in her memory. The first of these was the 
coming of her uncle's old nurse, Eudocia. 
The next marked the celebration of her tenth 
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birthday, on which occasion her uncle had 
proclaimed her mistress of his palace in the 
presence of every member of his household. 
After this came the stabbing to death of Sultan 
Selim by the followers of Prince Mustapha 
and the troubled months that intervened until 
Sultan Mustapha was strangled by the friends 
of Prince Mahmud. 

During those anxious months, almost a year. 
Lady Thyrza, with the assistance of her uncle's 
private secretary, a shrewd young Frenchman, 
had concealed her two royal playmates and 
their mother in her own apartment. In this 
way they had been saved from the murderous 
fury of the enemies of Sultan Selim, while 
other inmates of his harem, several hundred of 
them, had been tied up in sacks and thrown 
into the Bosphorus. 

It had all been like a terrible nightmare to 
Lady Thyrza. For the first time in her life, 
she plotted to deceive. 

" Prince Maroozi cares neither for the 
reforms of Sultan Selim nor the bigotry of 
Sultan Mustapha. His only aim is to keep 
with the party in power," Andrea Debray, her 
uncle's private secretary, told her. "He is 
for Mustapha now, but if Mahmud becomes 
sultan, he will work as ardently for him. You 
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must not only keep the presence of the fugitives 
a secret from him, but prevent their discovering 
that he is, at present, their enemy." 

"Yes," Lady Thyrza answered. "We 
must deceive him to save their lives, and 
deceive them to save his." 

" Exactly," Debray replied, and, for a mo- 
ment, he forgot that she was not twelve years 
old. 

When finally Mahmud was firmly seated on 
the throne, and his mother became Valide- 
Sultana, the Princesses Naime and Yildiz, 
with their mother, Zekkie-Sultana, came out 
of their hiding place. The sultan, to show his 
gratitude for the protection of these daughters 
of his cousin, appointed the secretary of the 
grand vizier Supreme Dragoman, or Universal 
Interpreter of the Porte. Prince Maroozi 
received the news of his promotion with ex- 
pressions of deep gratitude to Sultan Mahmud 
and undying devotion to the wife and daugh- 
ters of Sultan Selim. Debray smiled and 
offered his congratulations. Lady Thyrza 
accepted the responsibilities of the larger and 
more splendid palace of the supreme drago- 
man as calmly as those of the humbler 
grammaticos. 

The next milestone in the highway of her 
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memory was the ceremony of Herkai-Cherif, 
at which Princess Naime, having reached the 
marriageable age, wore for the first time a 
yashmak, or veil. 

That morning as Eudocia was giving the 
last touches to her toilet. Lady Thyrza gazed 
into the mirror, for the first time critically 
conscious. She regarded her own reflection 
attentively and her expression was not very 
happy. 

" I wish / were quite pretty, Eudocia," she 
said wistfully. 

" Quite pretty ! " the nurse exclaimed, 

"Yes, like Princess Naime. Last week, 
when the Sultan visited the apartment of 
Zekkie-Sultana, he remarked to the Valide- 
Sultana that Princess Naime was quite pretty. 
Zekkie-Sultana was delighted. She says that, 
since he thinks her daughter quite pretty, he 
will be certain to choose a rich husband for 
her. Princess Naime is praying for him to be 
young and handsome." 

Eudocia bent down to press a fold of the 
new dress into place. 

"Princess Naime is very pale," she re- 
marked. 

" Yes, has n't she a lovely white complexion ? 
Rouge shows so beautifully on her face, 
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while on the Princess Yildiz and on me," — 
Lady Thyrza regarded the reflection on her 
face disdainfully. *' Our cheeks are such a 
horrible red that it makes no difference how 
carefully we rouge, it never looks well. Prin- 
cess Naime's arms are so slender and beautiful 

— scarcely larger than my wrist. And her 
legs — " She lifted her skirts, displaying her 
own perfect limbs. "Why, Eudocia, I don't 
believe her thigh is much larger than my calf." 

The old woman looked at the contemned 
limbs and shook her head doubtfully. 

" But the Star of the Harem and I have 
found out what to do," Lady Thyrza went on. 
" We heard the French doctor tell the Valide, 

— you know she is too fat, too, — the French 
doctor told her if she wanted to regain her 
beauty, she must starve. So, as Yildiz and I 
want to regain our beauty and become quite 
pretty, we shall starve." With a deep sigh 
she added, "It seems a great pity to starve, 
Eudocia, when there are so many nice things 
to eat." 

" Do you remember the olives that Deme- 
trius used to bring you ? " 

"Ah, those were olives from Greece! 
They grew on the trees under which my 
mother and father walked as lovers. They 
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were the nicest I ever tasted. Do you think 
my uncle would allow Demetrius to bring me 
some more ? " 

" Do you wish to see him ? " 

" Wish to see Demetrius ? Why, of course. 
He is the only one who ever told me of my 
parents, ever dared to call me * Maid of 
Athens/ Ah ! why have my uncle and the 
Valide forbidden any one to call me by the 
name my father gave me ? Though they will 
not allow me to ask about my parents, or even 
to speak of them, they cannot make me forget 
them. I remember always that my mother 
was beautiful and brave, and that my father 
was the noblest of the Greek patriots. Deme- 
trius told me that when I was a baby, and 
many other things which I have forgotten. 
Now I often long to see him, there are so 
many questions that I wish to ask him. Are 
you sure you never saw my mother, Eudocia, 
even when she was a very little girl?" 

" No, I never saw her," the old nurse 
answered, as she put the long white cloak 
around Lady Thyrza's shoulders; and she 
crossed herself, lifting her eyes to Heaven, as 
though praying forgiveness for a sin. 

The streets leading to the seraglio were 
crowded when Lady Thyrza was carried 
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through Stamboul on her way to the imperial 
harem to join the Princess Yildiz. She went 
with Eudocia in a gilded chair, borne by four 
tall Albanian servants. Their plaited skirts, 
which reached only to their knees, were made 
of white linen and stuck out all around like 
big mushrooms. They wore leather leggins, 
and green shoes, turned up at the toes, with 
a bright red pompon on the instep. Their 
jackets of crimson velvet were richly embroid- 
ered in gold, and their poppy-colored caps had 
long tassels, falling down to their shoulders. 
Six janizaries, ferocious-looking soldiers with 
enormous turbans in which were stuck two 
wooden spoons, surrounded the chair, while 
four Albanian servants, with long, sharp whips, 
walked ahead. With these whips they beat 
and belabored any beggar. Christian or Jew, 
that came within their reach, or in any way 
threatened to impede the progress of their 
mistress. 

When they passed through the Sublime 
Porte into the court of the janizaries, the place 
was thronged with splendid arabas, officers and 
guards on horseback, and a multitude of pedes- 
trians, many of them Moslem pilgrims from 
every quarter of the globe, come to catch a 
glimpse of the supreme head of their church, 
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on his way to worship the sacred relics of their 
prophet. 

Passing under the arching boughs of the 
beautiful cypress grove, they approached the 
great plane tree where the janizaries, when in 
revolt, collect and beat their reversed kettles. 
Lady Thyrza drew aside the curtains of the 
chair and looked out. A number of human 
bodies were dangling from the limbs of the 
great tree. With a terrified shriek the girl 
drew back and buried her face in the cushions 
of the chair. 

" How horrible, Eudocia ! " she exclaimed, 
" How horrible ! " 

The woman surveyed the tree and its ghastly 
fruit with calm indifference. 

"There are only ten this morning," she 
remarked. "They are hanging by their feet. 
They broke some law laid down by their 
prophet." 

"Then they should suffer," Lady Thyrza 
cried positively. " I suppose they did not 
wait for the firing of the cannon before tasting 
their pilau. They broke a sacred law of the 
Koran, and it is right they should be punished." 

" What do you know of the Koran ? " 
Eudocia asked sharply. "You are not a 
Turk.'^ 
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Lady Thyrza's eyes opened wide in sur- 
prise. She had never heard her nurse speak 
harshly before. 

" Of course I am not a Turk, but the 
Valide would not consent for me to teach 
Yildiz the French and English lessons which 
Monsieur Debray taught me, until I consented 
to study with her. She wished Princess Yildiz 
and me to learn the same lessons." 

" H'm ! " said the Greek woman contempt- 
uously, as their chair stopped before the palace 
of Zekkie-Sultana. 

As the time approached for this ceremony 
of Herkia-Cherif to begin, the park of the 
seraglio, from the sultan's palace to Top- 
Capou, seemed an ocean of bright colors and 
gay costumes. Almost the entire garrison of 
Constantinople, numbering upwards of twenty 
thousand of the picked soldiers of the Turkish 
army, in a variety of brilliant uniforms, lined 
the road over which the sultan was to pass, 
surrounded the building in which he was to 
worship, and stood packed in squads about the 
grounds, ready to quell any hostile movement 
from the multitude of worshippers and sight- 
seers who pressed about them. On that day 
these soldiers of the Caliph were all fine-look- 
ing fellows. The most numerous division was 
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the janizaries, a troop made up of the sons of 
the Christian subjects of the padishah, taken 
as tribute in their infancy. Besides these, 
there were regiments of Albanians, Syrians, 
Curds, Circassians, Bulgarians, Nubians, Arabs, 
Soudanese, Georgians, and many others from 
the various provinces of Turkey. Their great 
turbans and brilliant colored robes, with gay 
sashes and fluttering green and red banners, 
formed a picture not soon to be forgotten. 

The pilgrims stood packed together in a 
place assigned them near the road, that they 
might have a good view of the sultan as he 
passed. When the generals, pashas, and other 
notable men of the empire arrived, they took 
their stand near the door of Top-Capou, 
through which the sultan always enters. The 
arabas, or state carriages drawn by oxen, and 
the chairs borne by slaves, all guarded by 
black eunuchs, were stopped at a second 
entrance, the women's door. The women of 
Turkey had always a certain portion of Top- 
Capou assigned to them, partitioned off by 
screens, and not even the Valide-Sultana was 
allowed to enter through the door used by her 
son, her royal lord and master. 

There was a flutter of excitement among the 
expectant multitude when the grand eunuch of 
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the imperial harem, a gigantic negro, arrived on 
foot followed by a long retinue of black ser- 
vants. After them came fifty splendid arabas, 
each drawn by six white oxen, whose sweeping 
horns were decorated with bright ribbons and 
sparkling jewels. In the first of these gor- 
geous state carriages was seated the Valide- 
Sultana and her ladies in waiting. The four 
wives of the sultan, his favorite kadines and 
the ladies of the seraglio followed. Each araba 
was preceded by a score of black eunuchs and 
runners in livery, their hands crossed over 
their breasts as a sign of humility. As these 
carriages passed slowly before the troops, every 
man turned his back and bowed his face to 
the dust. 

In the last of these royal vehicles was seated 
Princess Yildiz, attended by Lady Thyrza Riga. 
As they left the arabas and were hurried quickly 
up the steps by attendant eunuchs, they glanced 
towards the crowd of brilliantly uniformed dig- 
nitaries who stood about the sultan's entrance. 

" Did you see him, Thyrza ? Did you see 
him ? " Princess Yildiz whispered, as they 
took their places behind the gilded screen. 

"Who? Which one?" 

" Why, the one who did not turn his back. 
He stared at us boldly, as the Christians who 
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have not been warned do. He must be the 
son of some wealthy pasha who has been edu- 
cated abroad. He is the handsomest man I 
ever saw. I do hope he will be my husband." 

" Your husband ! " Lady Thyrza exclaimed, 
amazed. 

"Yes — don't speak so loud. My mother 
consulted a sorceress last night, who told her 
that the man who looked into Naime's eyes as 
she passed up the steps of Top-Capou would 
be the one the padishah would choose for her 
husband." 

"But, Star of the Harem," Lady Thyrza 
replied, laughing, " what has a prophecy 
about Naime to do with your husband ? " 

" Now don't be disagreeable. Maid of 
Athens — " 

" Hush ! The Valide has forbidden you to 
call me that." 

" I don't care. She can't hear me and you 
like iti When we both get husbands and 
palaces of our own, I shall always call you 
Maid of Athens, and you shall call me Light 
of the Harem. You must help me to get for 
a husband the man who looked into my eyes," 
the princess went on perversely. 

" You are not of a marriageable age," Lady 
Thyrza objected. 
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I shall not wait. My mother did n't. 
Perhaps you won't. Didn't some one look 
into your eyes as you came up the steps ? " 

Lady Thyrza averted her blushing face. 
They had passed quickly up the steps, — it 
had consumed but an instant, — yet in that 
brief space two pairs of eyes had looked into 
her own. The first were as blue as forget-me- 
nots. It had been only for the length of a 
heart-beat, but the blood still tingled in her 
veins with a sensation as new as it was sweet. 
Those second eyes, ah, their gaze had been 
as fiery and guilty as it was fleeting. At the 
thought of it she was consumed with shame. 
They were unmistakably the eyes of a Turk. 
They considered her body, not her soul. 
Both men, she was sure, had stood together 
on the steps. Which did the Princess Yildiz 
want for a husband ? 

There was the clash of music, then the regu- 
lar beat of the royal march played by a band 
coming nearer. Suddenly, drowning the music, 
a piercing wail filled the great Hall of the Holy 
Garment. Lady Thyrza started with fear. 

" It is only the pilgrims saluting the padi- 
shah," Aiche, the favorite wife of the sultan, 
and the most beautiful and envied occupant of 
the imperial harem, told her. "They utter 

27 



Maid of Athens 

that cry of reverence when he first comes in 
sight, stand with bowed head as he passes, and 
afterwards rush forward and kiss the ground on 
which his horse has trod. It is a fine sight, 
I assure you. The grand vizier and all the 
great pashas dressed in their robes of state 
follow him and the Peiks armed with bows ^ 
and arrows surround him, to shield him from " 
the public gaze with their feathered helmets. 
I saw it once and I shall never forget it." 

" You saw it once. Sultana ? " Lady Thyrza 
asked in surprise. She had fancied that this 
favorite wife of the sultan had been a beautiful 
slave girl sent from some foreign country as a 
gift, and wondered that she had been allowed 
to witness a public parade. 

"Yes," the sultana answered. "When I 
was a child my nurse brought me to the park. 
We stood in the crowd among the peasant 
women. I little thought in those days that I 
should ever sit behind the screen of an imperial 
mosque." 

" You were a Christian, Sultana ? " 

" I was what you are. I am the daughter 
of a Christian Greek." 

" How did you enter the imperial harem ? " 

Aiche shrugged her pretty shoulders. 

" My mother took me with her on a visit 
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to Zekkie-Sultana. It was in the days of 
Sultan Selim, and Prince Mahmud saw me. 
He was the favorite cousin of the sultan. 
That night he sent for me. My father had 
to give me up. Who is strong enough to 
defy the sultan of Turkey ? '* 
f " Do you never see your parents ? '* Lady 
^ Thyrza asked under her breath. 

Aiche-Sultana smiled and shook her head. 

" My child," she said, "when once you pass 
the gate of the Garden of Felicity you have 
neither parents nor friends; all your past life 
is forgotten. You remember only that you 
have caught the eye of the Shadow of God, 
the Father of all the Sovereigns of the Earth, 
and do all to retain his favor — Ah ! " she 
exclaimed, then put a finger against her lips. 

The door of the great hall opened wide. 
There was silence ; not a sound, not a breath ! 
Followed by a gilded crowd of the high func- 
tionaries of the court, ministers and pashas, 
the sultan entered. He was dressed in a robe 
of yellow satin, with a broad border of darkest 
sable ; his turban was blue and white, with a 
long heron's plume held in place by a crescent 
of diamonds; the ornaments on his breast, and 
in the hilts of the two daggers thrust into his 
girdle, were of the same superb stones. As the 
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procession approached the shrine, fhe choristers 
and reciters chanted sacred texts. Rare per- 
fumes from burning censers floated through 
the air and filled the vast chamber. The sultan 
raised with his own hands the sumptuous shawls 
that masked the holy relics, the mantle of the 
Prophet Mohammed, his staflF, his sabre, his 
standard, and the two hairs from his venerable 
beard. 

At a signal from their sovereign, the high 
dignitaries of the empire, led by the grand 
vizier and the Sheik-ul-Islam, passed, one by 
one, before him. To each he gave a silken 
scarf embroidered with a sacred text, which 
had ^ust been sanctified by contact with the 
holy relics. After the ministers and officials 
of the imperial court came the governors and 
pashas of the provinces. A- young pasha, 
having received his scarf, lifted his face from 
the dust. 

Lady Thyrza drew back with a start. Yes, 
it was he ! The same fiery dark eyes, and 
fleeting, guilty gaze ! There could be no mis- 
' take. He was stealthily watching the screen. 
She turned to call Princess Yildiz's attention 
to him, and found herself alone. The sultanas 
and princesses had gone to take their places in 
the line receiving the sanctified scarfs. 
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Following the provincial pashas came the 
ladies of the imperial harem, first the Valide- 
Sultana, then the wives and kadines of the 
sultan, last his daughters and other ladies of 
royal blood. 

As Lady Thyrza watched Princess Yildiz 
receive the scarf from the hands of her imperial 
kinsman, she glanced towards the young Turk 
to see if he followed Yildiz with his eyes and 
to judge if it were he whom she had wished 
for a husband. She drew back with a burning 
blush. Though he stood quite near to the 
princess, she was sure he had not seen her. 
He was still stealthily watching the screen. 
She turned away, shivering as if touched by 
a cold wind. 

Looking again over the great assembly a 
smile of delight flashed into her face and a 
rich color mounted to her cheeks. She felt 
as though the blue eyes turned towards her, 
watching the screen with such an honest, 
straightforward gaze, must see her blushes. 
Yes, Princess Yildiz must be right; he cer- 
tainly was the son of some rich pasha, who, 
having been educated abroad, did not know 
the danger he incurred by keeping his face 
turned towards a woman. She regarded him 
attentively. His head and face were the finest 
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she had ever seen, and his figure, though not 
as tall as that of many about him, was both 
lithe and elegant. He whispered to some one 
who stood near him. Lady Thyrza's eyes 
opened wide with surprise, almost horror. It 
was Andrea Debray, her uncle's private secre- 
tary, dressed as a Turk. 

After the ceremony, as she was hurried by a 
eunuch down the steps and into the araba, she 
glanced timidly towards the sultan's entrance. 
The next instant her lashes swept her burning 
cheeks. 

" He was there," Princess Yildiz whispered, 
as they took their seats among the cushions. 
"He was so near that I could have touched 
him." 

" Did he look into your eyes again ? " 

" Yes, and so beseechingly ! I am sure he 
must be the one the sorceress meant. No 
Turk would dare look at a woman unless he 
loved her. If I only had some one to speak 
to the padishah for me, it might soon be ar- 
ranged," she added. 

" Would n't the Valide-Sultana speak for 
you?" 

" The Valide has no influence with the 
padishah," the princess answered with a toss of 
her pretty head. " Aiche is the only one who 
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goes to the imperial alcove now. Unless the 
Valide succeeds with her rase, Aiche may even 
have her banished. She has persuaded the 
sultan to lessen the imperial harem, and last 
week he distributed fifty of his most beautiful 
odalisques among his favorite generals. Aiche 
will have no rivals. Fortunately the grand 
eunuch is on the side with the Valide, and my 
mother says they will succeed." 

" What are they trying to do ? " Lady 
Thyrza asked. 

" It 's a great secret," the princess replied, 
motioning for her to come nearer. " I heard 
my mother tell Naime last night; they thought 
me fast asleep. Oh, Thyrza 1 they tell you 
strange things when you reach the marriageable 
age. Last night my mother told Naime that the 
Valide had determined to release the padishah 
from Aiche's influence. She has persuaded 
him never to lift the veil from another woman ; 
and for that reason, they say, he refuses to ac- 
cept the beautiful slave girl whom it has always 
been the custom for the Valide to present to 
the padishah every year at the end of the fast. 
This year, in spite of his orders, the Valide has 
secured a girl — they say she is the most beau- 
tifiil creature in the world — whom the grand 
eunuch will conduct secretly to the imperial 
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alcove. When the padishah enters after the 
feast, he will find her there, all unveiled." 

"But if he has promised Aiche-Sultana ? '* 
Lady Thyrza questioned. 

" Ah, but my mother says they will succeed, 
for Riza Pasha has promised to make the 
padishah drunk at the feast. In the morning 
it will be too late to save Aiche." 

" To save Aiche ? What will they do with 
Aiche-Sultana ? " 

"It has not been decided. My mother 
wants the Valide to accuse her as a traitor, and 
have the grand eunuch kill her," Princess 
Yildiz answered composedly. 

"Kill Aiche-Sultana?" Lady Thyrza ex- 
claimed, horrified. " Oh, Yildiz, how can your 
mother wish it ? " 

" Because then she will have more power. 
You see until a favorite feels herself secure, 
without a rival, she is anxious to please every 
one and will intercede with the padishah for 
other ladies of the harem who are friendly with 
her. If Aiche is killed, the padishah will have 
to accept a new favorite. My mother will be 
friendly with her, and she will secure the addi- 
tional pension which my mother wishes. Naime 
will be given to a rich husband, and I — well, 
I shall coax her to speak for me. But you can 
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help me at once, Thyrza. You can find out who 
he is and have Eudocia take him an emblematic 
bouquet." 

" That is forbidden," Thyrza replied, draw- 
ing away from her. 

" Ah, you refuse to help me ! " the princess 
cried reproachfully. "You, who saved my 
life, refuse to help me get a husband." 

" No, I refuse to help you disobey your 
prophet and deceive your mother. I will find 
out the name of the young man for you. I 
can easily do that. Then you must get some 
one to speak to the padishah." 

" You can find out easily ? " Yildiz ques- 
tioned, sitting up among the cushions. " How 
can you find out easily ? " 

Lady Thyrza regarded her earnestly for a 
moment. 

" Yildiz, you would n't destroy the man who 
saved your life, would you ? " 

" Oh, Thyrza, you know I would not." 

" I saw the man who, I believe, looked into 
your eyes, talking with Monsieur Andrea 
Debray in Top-Capou." 

" Monsieur Debray in Top-Capou ! Why, 
he 's a Christian." 

" Yes, that is the danger," Lady Thyrza as- 
sented. " For Christians to be present in Top- 
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Capou, to witness the Harkai-Cherif without a 
special firman from the sultan, is death. I am 
sure Monsieur Debray had no firman, for he 
was disguised as a provincial pasha, and re- 
ceived a sanctified scarf from the hands of the 
padishah." 

" Allah Kerim ! " Princess Yildiz exclaimed 
in distress. " He saved our lives, but if he 
defies the padishah and breaks the laws of the 
prophet, we can never protect him. He will 
certainly be discovered. Are you sure that 
you saw him speaking to a Turk in Top- 
Capou ? " 

Thyrza shook her head. 

" No," she said. " I am sure that the man 
he spoke to was also a Christian in disguise." 

" How could they dare ? Did n't they know 
they would be cut to pieces if they were dis- 
covered ? Why did they come ? *' 

" I do not know. When I return home to- 
night after our trip on the Bosphorus, I shall 
question Monsieur Debray and find out." 



36 



CHAPTER III 

LORD BYRON DOES WHAT PLEASES LORD BYRON 

" T HAVE observed your request, mon- 
I sier le baron/' Andrea Debray said to 
-*" Lord Byron, as he ushered him into his 
private apartment in the palace of the supreme 
dragoman. " Though my reception room has 
not the appearance of a selamlik, the slight 
entertainment which I have the honor to offer 
your lordship shall be entirely Turkish," 

" Then I shall keep on my robes and appear 
in costume," Lord Byron replied, delighted at 
the idea of prolonging his masquerade. 

Debray looked him over, smiling at his evi- 
dent pleasure. Lord Byron wore a robe of white 
satin, embroidered in gold. His turban, of 
the same material, was ornamented with a sprig 
of magnificent diamonds. A costly Persian 
shawl was twisted about his waist as a girdle, 
and supported a brace of pistols, four large 
and two small daggers, all of them heavily 
jewelled. He carried in his hand a scimetar, in 
a scabbard of wrought silver. 
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^^ Ma foil my dear Byron," he exclaimed. 
" In your place I should keep it on forever. 
It is the most becoming thing you could 
wear." Then he added, motioning to the 
divan, "If you will be seated, I will let my 
servants know of our arrival. In that one 
particular we will not be Turkish. As we are 
followers of Mohammed only in costume, we 
need not wait until the end of Ramazan to have 
our dinner hour announced by thirteen guns." 

He left the room, and Byron, throwing 
himself on the divan, looked about him with 
considerable curiosity. The home of a young 
Frenchman of birth and education, who had 
voluntarily spent five years in Turkey, must 
necessarily be interesting. The room was a 
long one. There were two windows and two 
doors. The walls were lined with crimson 
brocade. The floor was covered with a Turk- 
ish carpet, into which the feet sank noiselessly. 
The divan, which extended around three sides 
of the room, was about four feet wide, slightly 
higher in front than behind, and upholstered 
in brocade to matchf'that on the walls. There 
were quaintly carved tables, vases, flower jars, 
and a collection of short arms that made the 
Englishman stare. He was examining a pair 
of Arabian swords when Debray returned. 
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"Ah, monsieur, you have discovered the 
gems of my collection." 

" I was wondering where you chanced to 
find such munificent blades," Byron replied, 
turning towards him. Then he exclaimed, 
" You have changed your clothes ; why ? " 

^^ Mafoiy monsieur, how candid you English 
are," Debray replied, laughing. " Come take 
your seat — a Turk never stands when there is 
a divan in the room — and I will give you two 
answers which I am sure will cause you to open 
your eyes. May I order pipes, monsieur ? " 

He pulled a silken tassel, suspended from 
the ceiling against flie wall, the portiere over 
the door was lifted, and a servant in Oriental 
costume entered. The next instant he dis- 
appeared and the curtain fell back in place. 

" Pipes are ordered by signs ? " Byron 
inquired. 

" The Turkish pasha is a man of few words. 
He seldom speaks to his slaves. Ah, here 
are our pipes ! " 

As he spoke two servants made their appear- 
ance, as silently as the n?^t had entered and 
gone out. Each carried in his right hand, 
poised upon the middle finger, a pipe about 
five feet long, with the bowl forward, and the 
mouthpiece ovdr his shoulder. They stepped 

39 



Maid of Athens 

forward together, each deposited the bowl of 
his pipe on the floor, and, whirling the stem 
gracefully around, they presented the mouth- 
pieces to the lips of the gentlemen. Then, 
dropping on their knees, they raised the bowls 
from the floor and slipped under them small 
shining platters which they took from their 
bosoms. With a deep bow, their hands 
crossed on their breasts, they retired backward 
and disappeared behind the portiere. 

Lord Byron took the amber mouthpiece 
from his lips. 

"The most perfect servants I have ever 
seen," he said admiringly. 

"Slaves hired of a wealthy pasha for the 
occasion," Debray answered. " Unfortunately 
foreigners cannot own slaves in Turkey. Now, 
monsieur, shall I answer your questions ? " 

Byron stretched himself back lazily on the 
divan and nodded assent. 

" The answer to the first question shall come 
last, because the answer is the most surprising 
and will give a climax to our conversation," 
Debray replied. The calm indiflFerence of his 
tone and manner was remarkable in a French- 
man. Byron wondered if it were natural or 
if he had acquired it by association with the 
Turks. 
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"I changed my dress, monsieur, for the 
simple reason that I never allow my servants 
to see me disguised. To them, to Constanti- 
nople, to every person in Turkey, with a single 
exception, I am Monsieur Andrea Debray, 
private secretary to the supreme dragoman, a 
humble French gentleman, who, should he 
return to France, would quickly have his head 
chopped ofF by the Emperor Napoleon." 

Byron regarded him seriously for a moment, 
then asked : 

"You are not really what you seem, Mon- 
sieur Debray ? " 

The young Frenchman shrugged his shoul- 
ders. 

" Who but an Englishman would ask such 
a question? Certainly, neither a Frenchman 
nor a Turk. Ah, monsieur, for the perfection 
of candor and bravery one must go to the 
gentlemen of your country. You say what 
you think and do what you please. Unfortu- 
nately I cannot be equally candid. After your 
observations of this morning,* I must let you 
draw your own conclusions." 

" You accompanied me this morning in dis- 
guise for friendliness, and at my request; it 
does not follow that you have ever masque- 
raded before." 
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The Frenchman flashed a keen look at him. 

^^Mafoiy monsieur, you are not so different 
after all ! You do not always ask direct ques- 
tions. It is quite as you say. I went with 
you from friendliness, after you had declared 
your intention of going with or without me. 
It does not at all follow that I ever masque- 
raded before. — Ah ! here is our dinner," he 
exclaimed softly. The portiere stirred, then 
was pushed aside. 

The two slaves re-entered and removed the 
pipes, while a third appeared, bearing a table of 
solid brass, so carefully polished as to resemble 
shining gold. This table, which was supported 
by one low foot, he placed in front of the divan, 
and a fourth slave arranged on it two dishes of 
silver filigree. There were no knives, forks, 
3poons nor table linen. 

" LucuUus dines with Lucullus, monsieur," 
Debray said, dipping his fingers into one of 
the dishes without further ceremony. " In a 
Turkish repast silence is golden." 

These first two dishes contained fish fried in 
oil, and a lobster dressed with lemon and mint. 
As soon as the gentlemen had taken a morsel 
from each, they were replaced by others. 
Course after course was put on and taken oflT, 
until twenty-six dishes had been presented and 
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tasted. Never a word was spoken by the 
diners, not a sound came from the slaves, nor 
was the slightest noise made by the quickly 
moving utensils. When the table was re- 
moved, a basin of rosewater was presented by 
a kneeling slave, while another offered muslin 
doilies embroidered and fringed in gold. 

As the slaves with the doilies disappeared, 
Debray glanced at his watch. 

" Twenty-six dishes in fifteen minutes. A 
Turk eats first and breathes afterwards." 

" Here comes the breath ! " Byron exclaimed, 
as the two slaves reappeared with pipes. 
" Man's delight, woman's greatest enemy. It 
is only when I am smoking that I feel no 
desire for feminine company," 

"Which proves you have a tendency for 
oriental life." 

" The Orientals are the only men who know 
how to live. When I have settled my affairs 
in England, I shall return, and live and die 
in the East." 

" Why die, monsieur ? " Debray asked in 
languid remonstrance. "The Oriental never 
dies. He only passes on from one dream life 
to another. In the East one never thinks of 
dying.'l 

"With me it will be different," answered 
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Byron. " Even though I should come to live 
in the Orient, my life will be a blaze quickly 
extinguished. It is my fate. I know it. I 
have felt it always throbbing in my veins, just 
as I have the presentiment that I shall never 
get the wife I want." 

Debray laughed. 

" Then you will not keep a harem when you 
come to live in the East? " 

" Why not ? If I fail to get the one woman 
I love, what is to hinder me? A harem at 
least gives variety. Lacking the balm, who 
would not take the spice of life ? '* 

They smoked for a few minutes in silence; 
then Debray removed the pipe from his 
mouth. 

" You have just one year to secure your 
balm," he remarked. 

"Why one year?" 

" Because, monsieur," he answered delib- 
erately, "just one year from to-night the 
Valide-Sultana purposes to present her as a 
Ramazan gift to the padishah." 

"What!" Byron exclaimed, springing up 
from the divan. " A Greek girl, a Christian ? " 

"The Valide-Sultana is a Frenchwoman and 
was a Christian." 

" The mother of the sultan of Turkey ? " 
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" Yes, monsieur, the mother of Sultan Mah- 
mud is a Frenchwoman and was a Christian/' 

Byron stared at him, took two turns across 
the room, and then, coming back, stopped in 
front of the divan. 

" 1 have understood that the wives of the 
sultans were always beautiful slave girls," he 
said. 

" The present Valide-Sultana was a beautiful 
slave girl, presented to Sultan Abd-ul-Hamid 
by the dey of Algiers," Debray told him. 
Then he added, " The history of Naschedil- 
Sultana — Naschedil was the name given the 
present Valide when she entered the imperial 
harem — is one of the most romantic in the 
world. Her former name was Aimee Dubuc 
de Rivery, and she was a native of Martinique, 
the same little West Indian Island which pro- 
duced Madame de Maintenon and the Empress 
Josephine. I have been told that Mademoi- 
selle Aimee was related, and not very distantly, 
to the wife of Napoleon, but of that I cannot 
positively speak, monsieur. However, 1 know 
they were educated at the same convent at 
Nantes. When that religious house was closed 
by the Revolution, Mademoiselle Aimee sailed 
for her home in the tropics, embarking at Mar- 
seilles. The vessel was captured by Algerian 
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pirates, and the lovely French girl was offered 
for sale in the public slave market in Algiers. 
She was purchased by the dey, and sent as a 
present to Sultan Abd-ul-Hamid I. The son 
she bore her royal master is now Sultan Mah- 
mud ''II, while she, monsieur, is the Valide- 
Sultana, the most powerful woman in Turkey, 
the real power behind the throne." 

"It is like a story from the dark ages or 
from — " 

" The imperial harem of Turkey," Debray 
interrupted, and finished Byron's sentence. 
" The most wonderful, as well as the most 
horrible, of the stories told of the dark ages 
are equalled, often surpassed, by events that 
happen daily in the palace of the seraglio. Did 
the world ever hear what became of the wives 
and children of Sultan Mustapha? Do you 
know, monsieur ? " 

" They were tied up in sacks and sunk in 
the Bosphorus." 

" No, you refer to the wives and children of 
the Sultan Selim. Those of Sultan Mustapha 
had their heads chopped off and thrown into 
the Well of Blood, while their naked bodies 
were cast into the streets of Constantinople, 
food for dogs." 

Debray replaced the amber mouthpiece be- 
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tween his lips; the pipe had gone out. He 
touched the swinging tassel and a slave entered 
and silently replenished the pipes. 

" Does Lady Thyrza consent to this — this 
arrangement of the Valide-Sultana's ? '* Byron 
finally asked. 

" Mademoiselle Thyrza consent ! Really, 
monsieur, that is of no consequence ! Besides, 
she will know nothing of it, until she is ushered 
into the presence of the sultan. Ignorance is 
one of the most pleasing features of the Valide's 
system of training future favorites for her im- 
perial son. It renders them more innocent, 
more enticing." Debray bent forward and 
lowered his voice. " Can't you imagine the 
flutterings of such a timid bird, when caught 
by an experienced fowler like the sultan, 
monsieur ? " 

The color left Byron's face, and a sound like 
a groan escaped his lips. 

"Will the Prince Maroozi do nothing to 
prevent his niece from becoming the slave of 
this infidel ? " he demanded. 

" My dear baron," Debray replied in a tone 
of mild remonstrance, " I fear you do not fully 
appreciate the exalted patriotism of Prince 
Maroozi. A gentleman who could become 
the chief dragoman of a ruler whom the day 
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before he had used every effort to assassinate, 
will not, you may be sure, be so discourteous 
as to refuse to allow his niece to fit into a 
little plan of the most powerful woman of 
the empire. It would be both unreasonable 
and unpatriotic, monsieur. I am sure his 
highness could never do it ; especially, if the 
Valide saw fit to bestow on him the taxes of 
some large estate, a desirable summer palace, 
or the grand viziership. The Prince Maroozi 
is a devoted patriot, and will make any sacrifice 
for his country." 

"You know of this infamous intrigue, and 
yet you make no effort to save the girl ! You 
are as contemptible as her uncle," Byron cried 
angrily. 

" Ma foiy monsieur ! Save Mademoiselle 
Thyrza from the happiness of becoming the 
favorite of the Father of all the Kings on the 
Earth, the mother of a future padishah ? Only 
Kassam Pasha or Aiche-Sultana would attempt 
such cruelty." 

" Who is Kassam Pasha ? " Byron demanded, 
his jealousy instinctively aroused by the name 
of a man. 

" The young Turkish officer who stood next 
to you on the steps of Top-Capou. His father 
was Hadji-Ali Chaseki, the Turkish governor 
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of Athens who commanded Count Riga to be 
shot, and to escape whose passion, it is said, 
the countess killed herself. Hadji-Ali was a 
devoted subject of Sultan Sielim's, so he was 
strangled by Sultan Mustapha. Kassam was 
educated in Paris, and has just returned from a 
tour of the world. Besides being young, hand- 
some, and well educated, he is enormously rich. 
He has a large property in Turkey, a princi- 
pality in Bulgaria, and a beautiful palace and 
extensive olive groves near Athens, — on the 
site of the old Academy, I am told." 

" Why should he oppose Thyrza's becoming 
the wife of the sultan ? " 

" Because he wishes her for his own, 
monsieur." 

"The daughter of the man his father 
murdered 1 '* 

" He inherits his father's taste. His father 
loved the mother; he loves the daughter. 
Besides, Kassam is ambitious to distinguish 
himself in diplomatic circles. He will not 
collect a harem, but will content himself with 
one brilliant, beautiful wife. He has selected 
Lady Thyrza Riga." 

" He shall not have her ! " Byron exclaimed 
passionately. 

Debray lifted his shoulders. 
4 49 



Maid of Athens 

" You say that more positively than the 
supreme dragoman would dare," he remarked. 

" Why would n't he dare ? " 

"He knows that Kassam Pasha is the one 
person who holds indisputable proof of his 
treachery against Sultan Selim and of his plots 
to assassinate Mahmud." 

" Will he use that against Prince Maroozi, 
to gain Thyrza ? " 

" The supreme dragoman returns with him 
to Athens," Debray answered, with a soft, 
little laugh, expressive of entire satisfaction. 
" I 'd risk my chance of salvation in a wager 
that his highness does not go from choice." 

"Why does Kassam take him, — to gain 
Thyrza?" 

Debray shook his head. 

" Ostensibly for the purpose of discovering 
revolutionary plotters. Maroozi is very proud 
of his talent for intrigue, and he boasts of 
knowing all the crimes and frailties of all the 
human derelicts of his native city." 

" Does Lady Thyrza go with them ? " 

"That I have not yet been able to find 
out," Debray replied. " If Aiche-Sultana is 
consulted, without a doubt she will go and 
stay. Naturally, the favorite wife of the 
padishah does not care to have introduced into 
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his harem a girl as beautiful as Mademoiselle 
Thyrza." He drew his lids together as a man 
who looks at something a great way off. 
" She is the most beautiful creature I have 
ever seen, and she is as loving and lovable 
as she is beautiful." 

Lord Byron straightened up quickly and 
faced Debray, frowning. 

" Don't jump at conclusions, monsieur. 
A man of my disposition loses neither his 
head nor his heart to a girl whom he knows 
he can never thaw. Nothing I could do 
would cause Mademoiselle Thyrza to blush, 
as she did to-day when she caught you looking 
at her. Though always the perfection of sweet 
graciousness to me, she is as unapproachable 
as a star. With me, love is a flame that needs 
an answering warmth. I could not love a 
star." 

" The Star of the Harem — I was to trans- 
late a song in her honor," Byron reminded 
him, smiling. 

A warm color crept into the young French- 
man's face. 

" Ah, she is a comet of the tropics ! " he 
exclaimed with enthusiasm. "She blazes at 
the very touch of my eyes, as though the whole 
of her being were consumed by love. We all 
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have our lodestones, monsieur. Mademoiselle 
Thyrza could never be mine." Then he 
added with greater seriousness, " I am as anx- 
ious to protect her from the dangers that sur- 
round her as though she were my own sister. 
I am sure she can never be happy or safe in 
Turkey. You honestly wish to make her 
your wife ; believe me, monsieur, I shall do all 
in my power to help you.'* 

He extended his hand, and Lord Byron 
gripped it firmly, meeting his gaze with eyes 
eloquent with manly appreciation. 

As their hands fell apart, Byron spoke : 

" If the Prince Maroozi does n't take her to 
Athens, will she remain here in this palace ? " 

" Oh, no, she will be left in the care of the 
Valide-Sultana. She will doubtless share the 
apartment of Princess Yildiz, and be closely 
guarded by a squad of twenty black eunuchs." 

" Hideous monsters ! " 

" You speak of their appearance, forgetting 
their privileges. Think of their power, the 
many state secrets they share only with the 
padishah himself! " 

" Yes, I 'd give anything to be in their place 
for one day," Byron replied. 

The young Frenchman threw up his hands 
with an exclamation of mimic horror, his man- 
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ner and expression that of the Honorable Mr, 
Hobhouse, Byron's English friend. 

" Heavens^ Lord Byron ! " he cried in Eng- 
lish. " Do you fancy yourself immortal ? 
How many lives have you to endanger? One 
this morning at Top-Capou, another to-night 
on the Bosphorus, a third to-morrow in the 
shoes of a eunuch of the imperial harem ? 
Your friends cannot permit you to make such 
an attempt." 

" Lord Byron does what pleases Lord Byron, 
Monsieur Debray," Byron replied, laughing 
at the Frenchman's burlesque. " I assure you 
it is always well done." 

"Since such is the case, monsieur, we may 
as well prepare for our second adventure. 
You know we are due at the boat-house of the 
seraglio just thirty minutes after the last gun." 
He crossed the room and took the Turkish 
guitar from the wall. " I hope you brought 
the translation of the Greek love song which 
you promised me the other day." 

" Yes, I have it here," Byron replied, hand- 
ing him one of two folded papers which he 
took from his girdle. " What will you do 
with it ? I thought it was intended only for 
the ears of your Turkish beauty, the Star of 
the Harem ? " 
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"Yildiz is the Turkish for star, monsieur. 
Princess Yildiz is the Star of the Harem." 

" The daughter of a sultan ! ** Byron ex- 
claimed. Then he laughed gayly. " At last, 
Monsieur Debray, I understand your numerous 
masquerades. I admire your spirit. You take 
what you want even from the harem of the 
caliph of all Islam. Will you be permitted 
to sing a love song ? *' 

" Fortunately neither our fellow oarsmen 
nor the eunuchs understand either English or 
French." 

"Then take this," Byron said, giving him 
the other paper. " You said the princess had 
given orders for an oarsman who could sing. 
She will certainly wish more than one song." 

" A translation ? " Debray asked. 

"No, only some lines I scribbled off last 
night after you left me. Should we not be 
getting ready for our next masquerade ? " 

" In just a moment. I must give you the 
promised climax to our conversation." Debray 
drew himself up with evident pride. " The 
two Arabian swords about which you inquired, 
monsieur, were presented me by the Emperor 
Napoleon." 

" I 'm not surprised," Byron answered indif- 
ferently. " I knew he had agents in every quar- 
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ter of the globe and supposed he had one here 
in Constantinople. Ah, there 's the gun ! " he 
exclaimed, as the boom of a cannon was heard. 
"We are wasting time! There is not a 
moment to lose ! " 

^^Mafoi!'' Debray cried. "How anxious 
you are to have your head chopped off by a 
black eunuch ! " 
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CHAPTER IV 

TWO LOVE SONGS 

THE Bosphorus, the Golden Horn, 
and the Sea of Marmora were bril- 
liant with life and color when the 
royal caique, ordered for the pleasure of 
the Princess Yildiz, left the boat-house of the 
seraglio. The captain of the rowers, wishing 
to make sure of the skill of his crew, ordered 
them to pull up stream towards the Sweet 
Waters of Asia, before the arrival of his royal 
passenger. 

" Monsieur," said Andrea Debray, who sat 
in the second place among the rowers, directly 
behind Lord Byron. 

"I am listening," Byron replied without 
turning his head, and his oars continued to fall 
with the precision of clock-work. 

" The one person in Constantinople who 
knows of my masquerades is Mademoiselle 
Thyrza. She may recognize us." 

" Will she show her surprise ? " 

'^ Possibly. She has had many shocks and 
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has learned to control her feelings wonderfully, 
but we must be prepared for an emergency." 

" We can both swim," Byron answered, as, 
in obedience to a signal from the shore, the 
slender craft turned and glided back to the im- 
perial landing. 

When the princess, accompanied by Lady 
Thyrza Riga and a black eunuch, came on 
board they pulled out towards the sea. The 
harbor was full of sailing vessels of all kinds, 
while countless caiques — long narrow row- 
boats so graceful and beautiful that beside them 
a Venetian gondola would seem a fisherman's 
skiff — filled with gay sightseers, shot hither 
and thither. 

All the ships were decorated with bright 
streamers ; flags of every quarter of the globe 
floated in the brefeze. The swallow-tailed 
standard of Turkey flung wide its three silver 
crescents on a shield of green in a crimson field ; 
Great Britain showed the blended crosses of 
St. George and St. Andrew ; America, an azure 
sky sprinkled with stars ; France, her tricolor ; 
Russia, her cross of blue on a field of silver ; 
Austria flaunted her banner streaked with red 
and white and adorned with her escutcheon ; 
while the green flag of Tripoli, the blood-red 
pennon of Morocco, and the red, green, and 

57 



Maid of Athens 

blue stripes of Tunis sparkled in the rays of 
the evening sun. The anxiously waited-for end 
of the annual Fast of Ramazan had come, and 
the worshippers of Mohammed made a holiday 
and rejoiced, as a people relieved from a public 
calamity. 

The two girls reclined under an awning of 
scarlet and gold upon cushions in the prow 
of the caique, which was rowed by twenty-six 
oarsmen in the brilliant liveries of the imperial 
slaves. The black eunuch, who was almost a 
giant in size, sat in the bottom of the boat be- 
tween the oarsmen and his two charges. 

As Lady Thyrza settled the cushions about 
her, her eyes fell on the first oarsman and her 
heart bounded to her throat. She glanced 
towards his mate, and, recognizing her uncle's 
private secretary, she knew she was not mis- 
taken. Both men had their eyes turned away, 
intent on rowing, but there was a tense look on 
their faces that made her know that they were 
conscious of her gaze and prepared for any 
emergency which a sign of recognition might 
cause. 

She looked out across the harbor. The air 
was delightfully soft and warm, and so pure 
that objects could be seen at an incredible 
distance. Towards Greece the snow-capped 
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peak of Mount Olympus, more than fifty 
miles away, showed white and distinct, while 
the group of Princess Islands floated on the 
horizon of the Sea of Marmora, like a bank of 
dark clouds, rose-tinted, and tipped with gold. 

She slipped her arm through that of the 
princess, and, drawing close to her, whispered : 

" I have something most amazing to tell 
you." Yildiz looked at her, startled. Lady 
Thyrza went on, " You must not exclaim, nor 
give the slightest sign of surprise. The life 
of the man who saved your life depends on 
you." 

There was a faint quiver of the princess's eye- 
lids to signify that she was prepared. 

" Monsieur Andrea Debray and the young 
man who was with him at Top-Capou are in 
this caique, disguised as oarsmen." 

Yildiz instinctively put out her hand to draw 
her ferijeh about her. 

"You must not put on your cloak," Lady 
Thyrza warned her. " Now you are growing 
pale. Bury your face in the cushions, and hold 
your breath." 

As the princess obeyed she turned her face 
to the water, gazing towards Greece. What 
could be the object of the two young men, she 
wondered, in risking their lives twice on the 
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same day? Was it because the handsome 
young stranger wished to get a nearer view of 
Princess Yildiz ? The expression of her eyes 
became more pensive and her cheeks seemed 
unusually pale. 

" Are n't you frightened ? " Princess Yildiz 
whispered, lifting her rosy face from among the 
cushions. 

" Yes/* Lady Thyrza answered, her eyes still 
turned towards the land of her birth. " That 
is all the more reason for us to appear perfectly 
calm." 

" If Hydah suspects, will he kill them ? " 

For an answer Lady Thyrza glanced at the 
naked scimitar at the eunuch's feet. 

After a few moments' silence Yildiz said : 

" I must look at him. You know he helped 
you save my life. I really should like to see 
him." 

" Yes,'* Lady Thyrza answered. She smiled 
at her friend's naive excuse, but her eyes did not 
lose their pensive expression. " Monsieur 
Debray saved your life ; you must be anxious 
to see him." She glanced over her shoulder. 
" Hydah is watching the shore. Look, quick ! " 

Debray, as though impelled by knowledge 
of their thoughts, looked towards them. His 
eyes met those of the Princess Yildiz, and, for 
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an instant, held them. She turned away, blush- 
ing, and hid her face among the cushions. 

" Do you think it was he ? " Lady Thyrza 
asked. 

^^ I know it was. I could not be mistaken. 
He has the most beautiful black eyes I have 
ever seen." 

" Black ! Why, they are blue, just the color 
of the forget-me-nots we gathered at the Sweet 
Waters of Asia." 

Princess Yildiz glanced back towards the 
rowers. Her face was scarlet. 

" They are black," she repeated. " I knew 
I could not be mistaken. His eyes are black." 

" Which do you mean ? " 

" Why, the young man who looked into my 
eyes in Top-Capou. You said he was a Chris- 
tian. I 'm sure he must be the son of a prince. 
He 's in the place of the second oarsman." 

The pensive expression left Lady Thyrza 's 
eyes and the color returned to her cheeks. 

" I thought you meant the other one," she 
said gayly. "The second rower is Monsieur 
Andrea Debray." 

" Your uncle's private secretary ! " 

"He is a great prince in France, but — he 
is a Christian." 

The princess's chin went up and an expres- 
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sion of childish perversity flashed into her 
charming face. 

" The wives of Christians are always happy ; 
they have no rivals. Who is the other one ? 
Is he a — ?" 

"We must talk, ask questions," Lady 
Thyrza interrupted, with the energy of one 
aroused by a sudden fear. " If we are not 
careful, Hydah will become suspicious and 
watch us all the more closely." She turned 
towards the Ethiopian. " Hydah," she said, 
" ask the name of that tower." 

She pointed to the white tower which rose 
from the rocky island which they were passing. 

The eunuch questioned the captain of the 
oarsmen but could learn nothing. 

"It has two names. Mademoiselle," said 
the first oarsman, in French. "The Franks 
have dubbed it Leander's Tower, while the 
Turks call it Kiss-Koulessi, or the Maiden's 
Tower." 

At the sound of the oarsman's voice the 
eunuch's eyes blazed with fury. He seized 
his scimitar and turned towards Lord Byron. 

Lady Thyrza sprang to her feet. 

" Hydah ! " she cried. " If you touch that 
slave, I shall overturn this caique." 

The Ethiopian hesitated, staring at her stu- 
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pidly. She stood beyond his reach, her eyes 
flashing and her face deadly pale. One foot 
was on the rim of the boat and he knew that 
by the slight shifting of her weight, the deli- 
cately poised craft would float bottom up on 
the water. He replaced his scimitar in the 
bottom of the boat. 

" It is death for a slave to address a lady of 
the imperial harem," he growled sullenly. 

" I am not a lady of the imperial harem," 
she replied coldly, as she sank back among the 
cushions beside the frightened Yildiz. " I am 
a Greek, the niece of the supreme dragoman." 

" His highness, the grand eunuch, instructed 
me to guard you as carefully as I do Aiche- 
Sultana," he replied more humbly. " I did 
not know that you wished the slave to speak. 
Shall I command him to repeat the story of 
the island?" 

Lady Thyrza looked up and met Lord 
Byron's impassioned gaze. The blood rushed 
to her head, blinding her. It seemed almost 
as if she must faint. She longed to give way 
to her feelings, to follow the example of the 
princess, to bury her head in the cushions, and 
laugh and cry both for joy and fear. The 
eunuch was watching her. She bent forward, 
smiling graciously. 
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"Why do the Franks call it Leander's 
Tower ? " she asked in French. 

" Heaven alone knows, mademoiselle," 
Byron replied, and he bowed his head, more to 
hide the exultation which he knew his face ex- 
pressed than to assume the humbleness of a 
slave. "It is an absurd name, since, as you 
know, it was the Hellespont, and not the 
Bosphorus, that Leander swam to visit Hero, 
the lovely priestess of Venus. The Turkish 
name, however, is explained by a pretty 
legend." 

" Can you tell us the legend ? " Lady Thyrza 
asked. 

"As the story runs, mademoiselle, the Sultan 
Mahmud had a daughter of unsurpassed beauty. 
A gypsy predicted that she would die from the 
bite of a serpent, and the sultan, seeking to 
prevent this unhappy fate, built a palace for 
her on this rocky island, which, as you see, no 
serpent can reach. The prince of Persia, hear- 
ing of her wonderful beauty, fell deeply in love 
with her, and, disguised as an old woman, 
brought her an emblematic bouquet, avowing 
his passion." Yildiz glanced towards Debray 
and, meeting his gaze, blushed crimson. Byron 
continued : " Unluckily, an asp lay concealed 
among the clusters of hyacinths and roses, and 
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it stung the princess as she caressed the blos- 
soms. She was dying of the sting, when the 
prince, revealing himself to the sultan, implored 
that he might be allowed to draw the venom 
with his lips. He saved her life and Mahmud 
bestowed her on him as his wife." 

" Is the legend true ? Is that really the 
origin of the Turkish name ? " Lady Thyrza 
asked. 

Byron laughed. The blood coursed hot 
through his veins. She was not only more 
beautiful than any woman he had ever seen, 
but she was the most splendidly brave creature 
that he could imagine. She had shown her 
courage in protecting him and that thought 
was like the wine of life. If she, a young girl, 
could defy a black eunuch, why should he obey 
Monsieur Debray's admonitions of caution ? 

" No, mademoiselle," he answered boldly. 
" For the true origin of the name we must go 
back to Greece, to the heroic ancestors of the 
Maid of Athens — " 

Lady Thyrza looked up quickly, the color 
deepening in her cheeks; then she became 
quite pale. Hydah was watching them covertly. 
He could not understand the words of their 
conversation, but he knew that the voice and 
tone were not those of a slave. 
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" When Philip of Macedon attacked the 
Byzantines," Byron continued, "Athens sent 
an army under Charis to succor them. He 
was accompanied by his beautiful wife, Damalis, 
who died at Chrysopolis and was buried upon 
this island beneath a monument surmounted 
by the statue of a heifer. The Greek epitaph, 
which is still preserved, reads : M am not the 
image of the cow, daughter of Inachus, and I 
have not given my name to the Bosphorus, 
which extends before me. Her, the cruel re- 
sentment of Jove drove beyond the seas ; but 
I who occupy this tomb, am one of the dead, 
a daughter of Cecrops. I was wife of Charis 
and I sailed with that hero, when he came to 
combat the ships of Philip. Until then, I had 
been called Boildion, the young heifer; now, 
the wife of Charis, I enjoy two continents.' 
It is from the monument of this beautiful 
Greek, mademoiselle, that the island derives 
its Turkish name, Kiss-Koulessi, the Tomb, 
or Tower, of the Maiden." 

Since the royal caique had come out from 
the landing of the seraglio, the reflection of 
the sun had been slowly fading from the sky. 
Now it was almost gone. The ships were 
hauling down their colors, and, on sea and 
land, preparations were being made for the 
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illumination of the city and the harbor. Hav- 
ing gained a distance where the best view of 
the scene was to be obtained, the oarsmen 
rowed more slowly and circled leisurely about, 
holding their position. 

Princess Yildiz spoke to Hydah. 

"I commanded a singing oarsman," she 
said. " Let him give us a song." 

The eunuch gave her order to the captain 
of the rowers, who in turn spoke to Debray. 
The young Frenchman put his oars in 
place and lifted his Turkish guitar from the 
bottom of the boat. After making a salaam, 
the consummate expression of oriental obse- 
quiousness, he drew his fingers across the 
strings and began to sing : 

** Ah ! Love was never yet without 
The pang, the agony, the doubt. 
Which rends my heart with ceaseless sigh. 
While day and night roll darkling by. 

** A bird of free and careless wing 
Was I, through many a smiling spring ; 
But caught within the subde snare, 
I burn, and feebly flutter there.'* 

He stopped, his head bowed, his hands 
crossed on his breast. Attracted by the tender 
glance which he had detected fipm Princess 
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Yildiz, Hydah had turned and was looking at 
the singer. 

" Are there no more verses ? " Lady Thyrza 
asked. " Hydah, tell him the princess would 
like him to continue." She whispered to 
Yildiz: "You must not look at him again. 
We can protect them while we are on the water, 
but when we land — " 

«« Who ne'er have loved, and loved in vain. 
Can neither feel nor pity pain. 
The cold repulse, the look askance. 
The lightning of Love's angry glance. 

** In flattering dreams I deemed thee mine ; 
Nov7 hope, and he v<rho hoped, decline ; 
Like melting v^ax, or withering flower, 
I feel my passion and thy power.'* 

Debray resumed his position of slavish 
humility. 

" Excellency," he said, addressing the eunuch. 
" There is a song which was given me by an 
humble friend who implored me, if I should 
ever have the inestimable happiness of appear- 
ing in the presence of the niece of the supreme 
dragoman, that I would sing his song. Will 
you. Illustrious Governor of the Fields of 
Bliss, supplicate the peerless daughter of Sultan 
Selim that I may keep my promise ? " 
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"Yes, tell him to sing it," Princess Thyrza 
exclaimed. 

" * Maid of Athens, ere we part,' ** Debray 
sang. 

Lady Thyrza started, and, glancing towards 
Byron, dropped her eyes, blushing to the roots 
of her hair. 

" Does my song displease the sultana ? " 
Debray asked of the Ethiopian. 

" No," Lady Thyrza replied, her face turned 
away. " It is very beautiful. Tell him to 
sing on." 

** Maid of Athens, ere we part. 
Give, oh, give me back my heart ! 
Or, since that has left my breast. 
Keep it now, and take the rest ! '* 

Debray sang, with all the passionate appeal 
of a man pleading his own cause. 

**Hear my vow before I go, 
Zoe mou, sas agapo, 

** By those tresses unconfined, 
Woo'd by each iEgean wind ; 
By those lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft cheek's blooming tinge ; 
By those wild eyes like the roe, 
Zoe moUy sas agapo. 

** By that lip I long to taste ; 
By the zone-encircled waist ; — " 
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There was a roar of cannon and, as if by 
magic, the whole scene, both sea and land, was 
flashed forth in fire of gorgeous colors. 

Top-Hanee blazed with Bengal lights of 
green and red, torn incessantly by the flame 
of artillery and the sparkle of fireworks. The 
mosque of Mahmud was the color of an opal, 
like the palace of carbuncles inhabited by the 
queen of the Peris. Over it, against the dull 
blue of the night, verses of the Koran showed in 
burning letters. 

Upon the Asiatic shore Scutari was a wilder- 
ness of flashing colors. Seria-Bournou seemed 
like a mountain of topaz, scintillating myriads 
of brilliant rays, above which the minarets of 
Saint-Sophia, of the Osmanieh, and of Sultan- 
Achmet, rose like silver masts encircled with 
bracelets of stars. The ships in the harbor 
were like jewelled castles, their masts, yards, 
and bulwarks outlined by many colored lamps, 
while the Bosphorus, enclosed between two 
flaming shores, appeared to be a stream of 
sparkling fire, lashed by oars of countless 
caiques. 

At length the brilliancy began to fade, 
breaches were visible in the lines of fire, the 
powder exploded at longer intervals, and dark 
billows of smoke, which the wind could no 
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longer drive away, settled down upon the 
harbor. As the imperial caique was rowed 
back to Seraglio Point, the eunuch spoke to 
the captain of the slaves. 

" Have this slave " — he indicated Lord 
Byron — "carried before the grand eunuch 
to-night," he ordered. 

" It shall be done, excellency,*' the captain 
answered. 

" My lord," Debray whispered in English a 
few moments later. ** If we wish to try on 
eunuch's shoes to-morrow, it appears that we 
must take a cold bath to-night." 

The caique was passing under the bows of a 
large American clipper. Byron glanced up at 
its bulk. 

" I have heard that the Americans are a very 
hospitable people," he remarked. "Suppose 
we make them a call." 

" Ready," replied Monsieur Debray. 

The caique lurched to one side; the next 
instant it shot forward. The captain, straining 
his eyes to see through the smoke, discovered 
that the places of two of the oarsmen were 
vacant* 
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CHAPTER V 

THYRZA MEETS KASSAM PASHA 

IT was near midnight, when Lady Thyrza, 
accompanied by Eudocia, returned from 
the imperial harem to her uncle's palace. 
As she entered the central room, which in all 
oriental houses is used as a hall, Monsieur 
Debray met her. She almost screamed aloud. 

" Mademoiselle," he said, bowing with his 
usual exquisite courtesy, "General Kassam 
Pasha has called to see the Prince Maroozi. 
I was out when his highness left; can you tell 
me when he will return ? " 

"He accompanied the grand vizier to the 
imperial palace and will not return until after 
the feast," she answered, calmed by the habit- 
ual placidity of his manner. 

The Frenchman smiled and bowed. 

" General Kassam Pasha has just come from 
Athens. Would you not like to speak to 
him ? He can tell you a great many interest- 
ing things about your native city." 
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"Yes, I will see him," she consented, accept- 
ing the hint, which, she knew from experience, 
he wished to convey. 

As he ushered her into the private reception 
room of the Prince Maroozi, a man who had 
been seated on the divan rose and came for- 
ward to meet them. She started back in sur- 
prise. It was the handsome young Turkish 
pasha that she had seen on the steps of Top- 
Capou. She turned towards Debray. He 
had disappeared. Mechanically she lifted the 
hand of the Turk to her lips, in reply to his 
greeting. She was bewildered and could not 
conjecture why Monsieur Debray had trapped 
her into speaking to this man alone, after hav- 
ing so recently sung to her the impassioned 
love song of another. 

The Turkish pasha was speaking. 

" I have often wondered, mademoiselle, that 
you do not return to Greece." 

" There is nothing I should like so well," 
Lady Thyrza assured him. 

" It would be pleasant for you. Your pal- 
ace on the Hill of the Muses is one of the 
most' beautiful in Athens. It is really one of 
the very few which is not in ruins. Deme- 
trius takes such good care of it." 

" Demetrius ! " she exclaimed. 
. 73 



Maid of Athens 

**Yes, Demetrius ZagrafFo. He is an old 
servant of your family, is he not ? " 

" Yes, it was he who brought me to Con- 
stantinople, to my uncle after my mother's 
death." 

" Of course he has explained to you his 
efforts to keep alive the old spirit of patriotism 
by observing the ancient holidays ? " he asked, 
regarding her with a sharp, suspicious gaze. 

" No," she answered, meeting his scrutiny 
with candid, innocent eyes. " I have not heard 
from Demetrius since he left Turkey. Does 
he celebrate the old Greek holidays ? " 

"There is a band of travelling actors and 
choral singers who call themselves the * Artists 
of Dionysus' and claim to have sprung from 
the literary society of that name founded by 
Sophocles. They visit Athens every year at 
the time of the Dionysiac Festival. Just be- 
fore I left I heard that an effort was being 
made to build for their convenience on the 
old site, a wooden structure, modelled after the 
Dionysiac theatre. Demetrius, I understood, 
was the leader of this patriotic move. I fancied 
he had informed you of the undertaking." 

"No, I never hear from him. I didn't 
even know that he cared for my palace in 
Greece." 
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Then she added candidly, " Indeed, I did n't 
know that I had any property in Athens." 

"What?" he exclaimed. "No one has 
ever described your old home nor ever told 
you of Greece ? " 

" Only Demetrius," she replied, " and that 
was years ago when I was a child." 

" It is a shame ! Your father was one of the 
most notable men of his day, and your mother 
was famous for her beauty. Surely you have 
been told about them ? " 

He watched her, glancing through his lashes. 
He wished to find out how much she had been 
told about the life and death of her parents. 

Her eyes were misty with unshed tears, and 
she shook her head as she answered : " Only 
Demetrius ! " Then she extended her hand to 
him with a little gesture of appeal. " Tell me 
about them, about Greece." 

" There is not a spot in your country, made- 
moiselle, that is not hallowed ground to stu- 
dents throughout the world. You should come 
back and study its history, and see its wonders 
for yourself. 

** * He who would the poet understand,* " 

he quoted, 

** * Must read him in the poet's land.* 
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** You must come back to Greece and learn the 
history of your ancestors in the country they 
helped to make famous." 

"Ah, if I only could!" she exclaimed. 
" The palace where my parents lived, tell me 
how it looks." 

She forgot his stolen glances on Top-Capou 
and her intuitive dislike. She thought only of 
her beloved parents, longing to hear them 
spoken of and their home described. 

He drew a trifle nearer to her, his face tender 
with sympathy. 

" It is a fine old palace. The marble has 
grown a little gray from age, but that makes it 
all the more picturesque. You should see it 
at sunset, seated in the midst of its olive groves, 
the whole mountain enveloped in a wonderful 
pink glow, that, as the flame fades out of the 
sky, becomes a deep violet. I have never seen 
a more beautiful landscape. The view from it is 
superb. Athens is stretched before you with 
its famous hills and mountains beyond, the blue 
waters of the -Slgean Sea, and the Islands of 
Salamis and .ffigina, all crowded with historic 
and mythical associations. You know the 
Acropolis ? " he asked. 

She shook her head. 

" I know nothing of Greece. Monsieur 
76 



T/iyrza Meets Kassam Pasha 

Debray taught me French and English and 
music. My uncle forbade him to speak of 
Greece or allow me to read its history. Deme- 
trius was the only person who ever told me 
about my native land, and he was sent away 
when I was a small child. What is the 
Acropolis ? " 

" It is the most famous hill in the universe. 
On it stands the Parthenon, the most majestic 
monument ever erected by human hands. It 
was built in honor of a woman." 

He hesitated. She was listening to him in- 
tently with heaving bosom and sparkling eyes. 
He went on in a more subdued tone, his voice 
vibrant with restrained passion. 

" It is a matchless tribute, the admiration of 
all ages, the most perfect example of architec- 
ture ever conceived, and it could have been 
inspired only by the beauty and grace of a 
Greek woman, such a woman as you will 
be. Mademoiselle." He then bent down and 
kissed her hand passionately. 

She drew away from him, frightened, a half- 
uttered scream escaping her lips. 

" Ah, mademoiselle, forgive me ! " the Turk 
begged; and the sincerity of his tone could not 
be doubted. " I forgot that you would not 
understand. It is the etiquette of Europe; 
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the man always kisses the woman's hand, never 
the woman the man's." He hesitated, then 
asked : " Has Monsieur Debray never men- 
tioned such a custom ? " 

Lady Thyrza shook her head. For a mo- 
ment she could not speak. Her heart was 
bounding like a wild thing in her bosom, and 
her face, her whole body, seemed on fire. 

" He has told me that many of their customs 
are different, but never that," she finally said. 
Then she asked : " Is it a greeting ? " 

"Yes, mademoiselle, between — ," Kassam 
began; then he smiled and changed the sen- 
tence. " Not always, mademoiselle ! It is a 
token of appreciation, respect, — when a lady 
shows great condescension, or grants a man a 
great favor, as you have done in seeing me 
to-night. If — " 

" Mademoiselle Thyrza," said Debray's voice 
behind them. He stood in the door, smiling. 
" I have just received news from the imperial 
palace, which I am sure will interest both you 
and General Kassam Pasha. The padishah has 
graciously accepted the beautiful slave girl pre- 
sented by the Valide-Sultana." 

Lady Thyrza uttered an exclamation of sur- 
prise ; Kassam Pasha looked puzzled. 

^^ It 13 the fast of Ramazan," he explained, 
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fancying they did not understand the Turkish 
custom. "The padishah always accepts a 
beautiful slave girl as a gift from the Valide- 
Sultana." 

Debray smiled a peculiar sphinx-like smile. 
" Not of late years," he told the Turk. Then, 
after Thyrza had left them, he added : " Mah- 
mud has been different and this is the first 
Ramazan gift he has accepted from the Valide." 

" Ah ! " Kassam cried, drawing the exclama- 
tion out long into an expression of surprise. 
" This then is a change of heart. What does 
it indicate ? " 

" It indicates," the Frenchman answered, 
speaking slowly and looking the Turk square 
in the eyes, " that if you wish to secure Made- 
moiselle Thyrza for your wife you must per- 
suade Prince Maroozi to take her with him to 
Greece. Next year the Valide will wish to give 
the padishah a still more beautiful slave." 
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CHAPTER VI 

IN THE GARDENS OF FELICITY 

""^ T"OU are so late, I thought you would 

^ never get here ! " Princess Yildiz 

-*• exclaimed, as Lady Thyrza entered 

the apartment of Zekkie-Sultana the next 

morning. 

The princess reclined on a broad divan 
covered with pale blue velvet figured on a 
silver ground, and, as her visitor entered, she 
thrust behind her the highly-scented cigarette 
which she had been smoking. 

" I told you I should be late," Thyrza an- 
swered. Then, detecting the odor of the 
cigarette, she cried out: "You have been 
smoking ! You know Zekkie-Sultana forbade 
you to smoke so early in the day. What a 
naughty child you are ! " 

The princess laughed, and tossed the cigar- 
ette into the tray held by a kneeling slave. 

" Naughty child, indeed ! I 'm three days 
older than you, only you are so thoughtful. 
Yes, that is the very word the Valide used, 
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thoughtful." She sat up among her cushions. 
'^ I listened again. I suppose Eudocia would 
tell you that was naughty." 

" Yes, of course it 's naughty, but if — " 

" — but if it were all about you. What 
then ? " 

Lady Thyrza dropped down on the divan 
beside the perverse little princess. 

" Tell me what they said ? " she coaxed. 

Princess Yildiz laughed mischievously. It 
was seldom that she could tease her Greek 
friend. 

Thyrza drew back with assumed indifference. 
" Oh, yes, I have something which I was 
forgetting, something for you." 

" Ah, he sent me a token ! Then he is not 
dead?" 

" I had thought that would be your first 
question," Thyrza replied reproachfully. " I 
believe you had almost forgotten him." 

" Indeed, I had n't. I dreamed of him all 
night. But what good will it do ? Naime 
wanted the son of the grand vizier, and they 
will make her take the grand vizier himself." 

" Naime to marry the grand vizier ! " 

" Yes, the Valide visited my mother last 
night, and they talked to Naime. I curled up 
on the rug and pretended to be asleep. If I 
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had n't, they 'd have sent me out. The eldest 
son of the grand vizier has been sending love 
tokens to Naime ; yesterday he sent her a 
duster of hyacinths with a cinder in their 
midst. She asked the Valide to speak to the 
padishah for her. The Valide said she would 
think about It. Then they sat and talked, my 
mother and the Valide, waiting for the end of 
the feast in the imperial selamlik. When the 
chief of the white eunuchs reported that the 
padishah was enchanted with the beauty of 
the slave girl whom the Valide had ordered the 
chief of the black eunuchs to leave unveiled 
in the imperial alcove, they were delighted. 
The Valide-Sultana wept for joy. Naime was 
glad too, until the Valide and my mother ex- 
plained that they had promised her to the 
grand vizier as a reward for assisting them in 
the intrigue. Poor Naime did n't dare open 
her lips. She wept all night. It made me 
weep to hear her. Next week she will be 
married to the grand vizier." 

" What will they do with Aiche-Sultana ? " 
Yildiz lifted her eyebrows. " I do not 
know," she answered. " The Valide said that 
as Aiche's children are all dead, she can easily 
be disposed of. Then they began to talk 
about you." 
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" Tell me what they said, and I '11 tell you 
all about last night, and give you the token. 
What did they say about me ? " 

" That you were more beautiful than Aiche 
or the new Ikbal," Yildiz replied, pinching her 
cheek playfully. 

"Me beautiful!" 

" Yes, and that next year at the end of the 
fast, the Valide will present you to the pad- 
ishah." 

" Present me to the padishah ! " 

" ^ Me beautiful ! ' ' Present me to the pad- 
isha ! ' " the princess repeated in gay mimicry. 
She sprang from the divan and made a deep 
salaam. " Some day I may come craving 
audience of you, the Valide-Sultana." 

" Ah, you are teasing me," said Thyrza in a 
tone of great relief. " It is all a silly jest." 

" Indeed, it is not," Yildiz replied seriously. 
" I have spoken only the truth. But it is a 
great secret. They would punish me severely. 
You must promise never to tell." 

" Oh, I promise," Thyrza answered wearily. 
" Did they say anything more ? " 

"The Valide is to begin your training to- 
day. I am to be instructed with you, because 
she does not wish to arouse your suspicions. 
She does n't even want you to know that you 
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are beautiful. You are to be innocent, unsus- 
pecting, until the padishah lifts your veil in the 
imperial alcove. Thyrza ! " she exclaimed. 
" What makes you so pale ? " 

" I thought I had crushed your bouquet," 
Lady Thyrza explained, as she drew a bunch 
of exquisite flowers from under her long cloak. 

Princess Yildiz took them eagerly. " He 
declares his love ! " she exclaimed joyfully, and 
she began to examine the flowers. " Here are 
roses, he loves me. Hyacinths, he wishes to 
win me for his wife. Oh, I wish he could ! " 
she cried wistfully. " Next year the grand 
vizier may help in another intrigue and demand 
another wife." 

" Christians are very brave. Perhaps Mon- 
sieur Debray and his friend will find a way 
to — " 

" Did he send you a token, the blue-eyed 
pasha ? " 

"Yes, this," Thyrza answered, drawing a 
folded paper from her bosom. 

Yildiz took it daintily between her fingers. 
" Is this all ? " she asked in a tone of deep 
disgust. Then she turned it over and stared 
at the writing. " What is it, verses from the 
Koran?" 

Lady Thyrza laughed gavly. " No, indeed. 
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It's the love song that monsieur sang last 
night." 

She spread it out on a cushion between 
them and they both bent forward examining it. 

" It is beautifully written, all in English 
writing," Thyrza murmured, her cheeks a rich 
crimson. 

"It seems very stupid compared with 
flowers," the princess said, touching the bou- 
quet caressingly with her lips. " See how 
beautiful they are and how much they tell 
me. 

" Ah, but the writing tells me more. Your 
flowers will fade but these words will live 
forever ! Here is where Monsieur Debray left 
oflT when the illumination began." She put 
her finger on the last verse. 

" Read it to me," begged the princess. 

** * By that lip I long to taste ; * " 

Thyrza read softly, the color in her cheeks 
deepening, 

** * By that zone-endrcled waist ; 
By all the token-flowers that tell 
What words can never speak so well.* 

" You see he speaks of your flowers," she said, 
touching Yildiz on the cheek. 

" I see he wants to taste your lips," Yildiz 
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answered, and she bent forward and kissed her. 
" There, I 've tasted them for him ! " 

** * By love's alternate joy and woe,* ** 

Lady Thyrza read on hurriedly, as though 
trying to hide her blushes. 

** * Zoe mou, sas 



"What does it mean, that last J^ne ? It 
isn't English?" 

" No, it is Greek and means, * My life, I 
love you.' Here 's his name, George Gordon 
Byron." 

" Byron," Yildiz repeated. " Then you 
would be Lady Thyrza Byron. It's more 
ill-sounding than Riga." 

"It's beautiful — " 

" Hush," said the princess, and she mo- 
tioned towards the door. The eunuch on 
guard without was speaking to some one. 

The next instant the curtain over the door 
was lifted and Madame Minton, the favorite 
waiting-woman of the Valide-Sultana, entered, 
accompanied by two black eunuchs and a long 
retinue of female slaves. The eunuchs stopped 
at the door, one on each side, and the slaves 
took their places among the other slaves at the 
bottom of the room, while Madame Minton 
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advanced towards the girls, who waited to 
receive her. She was an elderly French 
woman, once a dancer in an obscure Parisian 
theatre, who, having fled to Constantinople 
with a number of other loyalists, had become 
the confidante and favorite of the mother of 
Mahmud II. She saluted Princess Yildiz and 
Lady Thyrza by touching her lips and forehead 
with her right hand; then she said, bowing 
almost to the floor and addressing the princess 
in French : 

" Yildiz-Sultana, her imperial highness enter- 
tains the ladies of the imperial harem with a 
little surprise this morning. She invites you 
and mademoiselle la comtesse to attend and 
give your new dance." Here she repeated the 
salute and bowed even more deeply than before. 

"It will give us great pleasure to obey her 
imperial highness," Yildiz answered, acknowl- 
edging her salute by a formal inclination of the 
head. " Are we to go at once ? " 

" If your highness and mademoiselle la 
comtesse will deign to give a few minutes to 
practice," she replied with a third salute. " I 
have brought new costumes — such as are worn 
in Paris — and — " 

" How charming ! " Lady Thyrza ex- 
claimed ; and she sprang up from her seat on 

87 



Maid of Athens 

the sofa and ran to meet the slave with the 
costumes. " I have always longed to wear a 
dress that came from Paris." 

She slipped off her caftan of white satin 
embroidered with pearls, her jewelled girdle, 
her trousers of pale blue gauze, and stood in 
her shift and slippers. As she lifted the much- 
befrilled dress from the arms of the slave, 
Madame Minton stopped her. 

" Wait, mademoiselle, you must first put on 
these corsets." 

" Corsets ! " both girls cried ; then Yildiz 
added, "Ah, the little machine which the 
Valide-Sultana uses to reduce herself." 

After many remonstrances and exclamations 
and more remonstrances, Madame Minton 
finally succeeded in arraying her charges in the 
costumes of Parisian dancing-girls. After re- 
moving Thyrza's gauze turban and tucking 
her long black curls on the top of her head 
with jewelled pins, she signalled for a slave to 
bring forward a mirror. 

"There, mademoiselle, see yourself as a 
French girl," she said ; then she murmured, 
speaking to herself, "Her imperial highness is 
correct, she is the most beautiful creature in 
the world. It 's a great pity I cannot tell her 
so." 
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" It seems dreadfully short," Lady Thyrza 
remarked, and she began to smooth down the 
fluffy frills of her skirt in efforts to make it 
longer. 

"Ah, sultana," Madame Minton went on 
ecstatically, speaking to Yildiz, "if you were 
in Paris, the whole city would be at your feet. 
Mademoiselle, what are you trying to do?" 
she demanded, horrified. 

" To cover my legs," Lady Thyrza replied. 

" Mon Dieu ! " the French woman ex- 
claimed. "As if dancing were not invented 
for the express purpose of showing your legs. 
Come," she cried, and she motioned for the 
musicians to advance. " We have not a 
moment to lose. Her imperial highness will 
soon send to summon us. There, mademoi- 
selle, will you have the goodness to lead ? " 

The musicians began, the two girls took the 
first steps of a French ballet with which 
Madame Minton had charmed the audience of 
her little theatre ten years before. They re- 
versed, and turned facing the door ; then Lady 
Thyrza shrieked and sank down, covering her 
feet and knees with her skirts. 

" Thyrza ! " exclaimed Princess Yildiz in 
alarm. 

" Mademoiselle ! " cried Madame Minton. 
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"I — I sprained my knee," Lady Thyrza 
replied. " It hurt me dreadfully." 

She glanced at the eunuch who stood to the 
left of the door and, recognizing the black eyes 
of Monsieur Andrea Debray, knew she had not 
been mistaken in the blue eyes of Lord Byron. 
Her cheeks were the color of a scarlet poppy. 

" My ankle always troubles me when I 
dance," she explained, and she continued ner- 
vously to pull at her skirts, tucking them 
under her knees. 

" Your ankle ! " exclaimed the dancing 
teacher, puzzled. " You said you had sprained 
your knee." 

" Oh, no ! No, indeed ! Yildiz knows I 
have weak ankles." 

"Yes, she always had wonderfully weak 
ankles," the little princess asserted positively. 
She did n't at all understand what Thyrza meant, 
but she determined to stand by her in this as 
well as in every other escapade. 

" Mademoiselle, whom are you watching in 
the bottom of the room?" Madame Minton 
demanded suspiciously. 

" I never watch slaves," Lady Thyrza re- 
plied disdainfully. " I signalled for my 
caftan." She took the garment from the slave 
and began to put it on. 
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" You must not put it on, mademoiselle," 
the French woman cried. "It will spoil your 
costume. Her imperial highness commanded 
you to obey me implicitly when taking your 
dancing lessons. I command you to remove 
your caftan." 

Lady Thyrza laughed gayly. She had defied 
a black eunuch when she thought some one 
was risking his life for love of Princess Yildiz ; 
it seemed a small matter to defy the favorite 
waiting-woman of the Valide-Sultana, when she 
knew the risk was taken for love of herself. 
She sprang to her feet, her eyes brilliant, her 
cheeks aflame. 

" Her imperial highness instructed me to 
watch and carefully imitate your every move- 
ment when taking dancing lessons, madame," 
she replied, with irresistible sweetness. " I am 
ready to begin." 

" Ma foiy mademoiselle, I cannot see your 
limbs." 

"Neither can I see yours," Thyrza 
answered. 

" Mademoiselle, consider ! You are the 
pupil. Her imperial highness is of such an 
exquisite temperament that only perfection is 
endurable to her ; I cannot make you perfect 
unless you remove your caftan. Will you not 
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have the goodness to remove it?" Madame 
Minton implored. 

" When you remove your skirts, madame." 
Thyrza's courteous composure was unruffled. 

" Me take oiF my skirts ! " The French 
woman was in despair. " Mademoiselle, it 
would give me cold in my limbs ; I could not 
walk for a week." 

" Yes," the girl assured her. " I also take 
cold in my limbs. Princess Yildiz knows that 
I take cold in my limbs." 

"Oh, yes, she takes dreadful cold in her 
limbs," Yildiz declared stoutly. " We both 
do." She had also put her caftan on over her 
dancing costume, and stood in line with Lady 
Thyrza, ready for any move. 

The waiting-woman of the Valide-Sultana 
stared at the two girls; one face expressing 
only courteous innocence, the other puzzled 
but sweet. 

" We will begin," she said — and she sig- 
nalled to the musicians. 

" Mademoiselle ! " she exclaimed, almost 
angrily. " I can only see the tips of your 
toes." 

"Yes," Lady Thyrza assented. "That is 
all I can see of yours." 

" Lift your skirt ! " the exasperated woman 
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commanded, and she lifted her own above her 
knees. 

Up went the skirts of the two girls, and 
back and forth flew their little feet in exact 
imitation of her own motions. She reversed, 
turned. Down went Lady Thyrza's caftan in 
front and up behind. She faced the door. 

" Mademoiselle, you are smiling to some 
one at the bottom of the room ! " the French 
woman cried. 

" Oh, no, I always smile. Yildiz knows 
that I always smile." 

" Yes, she always smiles. She smiles in her 
sleep," the princess said, her voice coming 
like an echo. " We both smile." 

" Sultana," the eunuch on guard announced, 
lifting the portiere over the door, "a sum- 
mons from her imperial highness ! " 

" Yildiz-Sultana, mademoiselle, your appear- 
ance is absurd. " Will you have the goodness 
to remove your caftans before entering the 
apartment of her imperial highness ? " 

"Madame, will you remove your skirts?" 
asked Lady Thyrza. 

As the French woman conducted them to 
the palace of the Valide-Sultana, she was 
carefial to walk between them. She had 
decided on her revenge and knew exactly 
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what report she would make to her imperial 
mistress. 

The large room or pavilion, in which the 
mother of the sultan received her guests, was 
adorned by white marble pillars with gilded 
sashes built between. Most of these sashes 
were thrown up, and the perfumes from the 
gardens and parks of the seraglio permeated 
the air, increased by the rose-scented water of 
a fountain that played in the lower end of the 
room. The roof was painted with garlands 
and gilded baskets of bright-colored blossoms. 
On the divan, which extended around three 
sides of the room and was covered by a bro- 
cade of frog green on a gold ground, reclined 
the ladies of the imperial harem, the Valide- 
Sultana occupying the seat of honor. She re- 
ceived Lady Thyrza and Princess Yildiz with 
marked kindness, and motioned them to seats 
on the cushion at her feet. The other ladies 
present acknowledged the salutations of the 
girls with cordial inclinations of their heads, 
and went on with their chatting and laughter. 

When the last of those summoned had been 
welcomed and comfortably seated, the Valide- 
Sultana waved her jewelled hand gracefully 
towards the lower end of the room. 

" Cave Smarla," she murmured, so gently 
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that Zekkie-Sultana, who sat next to her, was 
not conscious of the sound. 

Almost instantly, an Ethiopian slave pre- 
sented herself, supporting on the palms of her 
hands a silver tray, containing little coiFee-pots 
and cups, entirely concealed by a rich brocade 
of scarlet and gold. White slaves, as many as 
there were ladies in the room, immediately 
clustered ground her. The brocade covering 
was thrown back over the Ethiopian's head 
and each white slave prepared a cup of coiFee. 
The little cups were placed in holders of gold 
filigree, and the slaves, holding them between 
the point of the finger and thumb, approached 
the ladies together and oflFered them at the 
same time. The sultanas received the tiny of- 
ferings in their jewelled fingers without touch- 
ing the hands of the slaves, who, after bowing 
themselves to the dust, retired backward to 
the bottom of the room. There they stood 
with their hands crossed, each watching the 
cup which she had presented and must carry 
off. 

After the coffee had been removed, young 
slave girls entered with silver censers in their 
hands, perfuming the air with amber, aloes, 
sandalwood, and other rich scents. When 
they had retired, the Valide-Sultana again 
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waved her jewelled hand. The curtain over 
the door was raised and two black eunuchs en- 
tered, bowing obsequiously. They were fol- 
lowed by a third, who, advancing to the spot 
where the cofFee-bearer had stood, announced : 

" His royal highness, the Kislar Aghassi, 
with a message from our most glorious pad- 
ishah ! " 

The chief of the black eunuchs entered, fol- 
lowed by a retinue of slaves. Among them 
was a covered litter, borne by four huge Ethi- 
opians. This was placed in the centre of the 
room, and the chief eunuch, lifting the cover, 
said : 

"The message of warning from his im- 
perial majesty Mahmud II, which her august 
highness, the Valide-Sultana, presents as a 
happy surprise to the ladies of the Gardens 
of Felicity." 

The sultanas slipped down from the divan 
and, running forward, surrounded the litter. 

" It is Aiche ! It is Aiche ! " they all cried. 

Some drew away, covering their faces and 
shuddering ; others laughed, while Zekkie- 
Sultana clapped her hands and thanked the 
Valide-Sultana for giving them such an agree- 
able surprise. 

It was indeed the beautiful Greek who, only 
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the day before, had been the favorite wife of 
the Sultan Mahmud II, and the most envied 
woman in the harem of the seraglio. Her 
face was drawn and livid, her breath came in 
fitful gasps, while on her sides, against her 
bosom, and under her arms, which the grand 
eunuch lifted for the edification of the other 
members of the flock of beauties entrusted to 
his guardianship, the tender flesh was burned 
a fiery red. 

" Who did it ? " Lady Thyrza whispered 
huskily. She had been thrust forward in the 
rush and stood beside the chief eunuch. As 
she spoke she unconsciously laid hold of his 
robe. 

" His imperial majesty, our most glorious 
padishah," he answered loftily. " She blabbed 
his secrets, so he ordered her tortured. She 
has had hot eggs applied in her armpits ; next 
I shall thrust the blades of red-hot knives 
under her nails and against her temples." 

Zekkie-Sultana touched Lady Thyrza cares- 
singly on the cheek. 

" When you enter the Gardens of Felicity, 
my sweet child," she said, " you must be care- 
ful never to repeat the secrets obtained from 
the padishah in the imperial alcove. Aiche was 
beautiful but she was not discreet." 
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" Gardens of Felicity ! " the girl cried wildly. 
" Gardens of Hell ! I would rather live among 
devils." 

The room was filled with blinking stars, 
dancing around her in giddy whirls. The 
roar of the sea stopped her ears and she was 
enveloped in darkness. 

In her next consciousness she was being 
borne swiftly through the imperial harem in 
the arms of a slave. She looked into his 
face. His eyes were blue. She could feel 
his heart pounding against her side. They 
entered the apartment of Zekkie-Sultana and 
he placed her on the divan, where she and the 
Princess Yildiz had sat chatting happily only a 
few hours before. 

" Monsieur," Debray's voice called. '* She 
is safe. Here is Eudocia ! Come, we must 
flee for our lives." 

His face was very near her own. The black 
was rubbing oiF; she could see the white skin 
beneath. 

" You must go to Greece with your uncle," 
he whispered. 

His blue eyes looked into her own. They 
were very near. 

" Monsieur," called Debray's voice. 

The next instant he was gone, and she was 
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sitting up on the divan, her head clasped be- 
tween her hands, trying to remember how it 
had all happened. 

Princess Yildiz rushed into the room. 

" Thyrza ! " she cried. " Thyrza ! I thought 
they had stolen you. They say they are not 
eunuchs but Christians in disguise. The whole 
palace is in an uproar, hunting them." 

Lady Thyrza looked up at her. " It was 
Monsieur Debray and Lord Byron," she 
whispered. 

Yildiz stared. 

" He bore you in his arms, kissed you ; I 
see it in your face. Oh, why did n't you tell 
me ? " she cried reproachfully. " I would have 
fainted, too." 

" His royal highness, the Kislar Aghassi," 
announced the eunuch from the door. 

" They have caught him ! " Lady Thyrza 
exclaimed in an agonized whisper. 

" He has come to kill us ! " Yildiz cried. 

They were standing together on the rug, 
white and trembling, when the grand eunuch 
entered. He advanced ahead of his attend- 
ants. 

" Lady Thyrza Riga," he said, ^* her im- 
perial highness, our august Valide-Sultana, 
dismisses you from attendance on Yildiz- 
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Sultana. She commands you to leave the 
harem of the seraglio immediately, set out for 
Greece with your uncle to-night, and remain 
there until she summons you to return to your 
duties in the Gardens of Felicity." 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE TERMS OF A BARGAIN 

THE return of General Kassam Pasha, 
accompanied by Prince Maroozi and 
Lady Thyrza Riga, caused a flutter 
of excitement throughout Athens. The old 
Greeks put their heads together, whispering 
about the supreme dragoman, speculating on 
his reasons for returning to his native city and 
the degree of imperial favor he still enjoyed, 
while the young people contented themselves 
with discussing Lady Thyrza, her wonderful 
loveliness, and Kassam Pasha's infatuation. 

The young Turk made no secret of his 
passion. It was evident to every one except 
Lady Thyrza herself, who was too overjoyed 
by her return to Greece to think of anything 
else. A few days after their arrival, Kassam 
spoke to Maroozi about her. 

The old Greek smiled. It was his favorite 
mode of receiving intelligence. 

" Has she encouraged you in any way or 
shown any interest in your affairs ? '* he 
asked. 

lOI 



Maid of Athens 

Kassam Pasha shrugged his shoulders. 

" On the contrary, I am sure she never gives 
me a thought. At your palace in Constanti- 
nople she came in to see me because Debray 
told her I had just come from Athens. She 
was interested only when I talked about Greece. 
Here it is the same, or worse. I don't be- 
lieve she ever thinks of me except to let 
me answer questions when Demetrius is not 
around. It is always Greece, Greece or Eng- 
land. Why is she so interested in England ? " 

" England ? " repeated the supreme drago- 
man. " She knows nothing about England. 
I am sure she never met an English person 
in her life. Now, French — " 

" Yes, if she showed as much curiosity about 
everything French I should know that she 
were in love with Monsieur Andrea Debray. 
It is wonderful that there was not something 
of the kind ; you threw them so much into 
each other's company." 

" Thyrza in love with Debray ! " Maroozi 
lifted his brows. " Really you don't credit her 
with much taste. Monsieur Andrea Debray 
is a tolerable secretary, reliable and discreet ; 
but he has no accomplishments, nor has he 
the spirit that would attract a girl like Thyrza. 
He is really a very harmless young man." 
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" Indeed ? " said the pasha. " Now it 
strikes me that that is exactly what he is not, 
— harmless. I know that he is a fine linguist 
and marvellously well informed, considering 
that he remains satisfied with the position he 
occupies. I must acknowledge that after see- 
ing him I was a little suspicious of his reason 
for remaining as your secretary. I fancied he 
might be in love with your niece. I saw them 
together and was quite satisfied. Yet if there 
is no one else, why is she so indiflFerent to 
me?" 

" Then you really are anxious to win her 
love ? " the supreme dragoman inquired, re- 
garding him suspiciously. " May I ask 
why ? " 

" Why ? Are you blind, man ? Have you 
really no heart in your body ? Can't you see 
why ? " 

The Greek deliberately knocked the ashes 
from his cigar. 

" You are wiser than your father. You 
know that unless you win her love, you will 
never get her. Yes, you are much wiser than 
the governor." 

" The governor had a harem," Kassam re- 
plied gruffly. 

« And you ? " 
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" Maroozi, can't you understand ? Though 
I am a Turk, I was educated abroad, I have 
acquired different tastes, — foreign ideas, if 
you prefer to call them so. I shall never have 
a harem, — a flock of soulless slaves bought 
with money. Bah ! the thought is disgusting. 
I want a woman, a woman whose heart and 
soul are as beautiful as her body. I want a 
wife. I want Thyrza." 

The Greek took the cigar from his mouth, 
and blew away a long trail of smoke. 

" She is the very image of her mother," he 
said, "perhaps a trifle more beautiful, more 
aflFectionate, and more determined. Your 
father made a great mistake, — he disclosed his 
passion too soon. You will be more prudent. 
In time she will come to you of her own 
accord. It is a woman's nature to crave love. 
You are the only one — in Greece." 

Kassam Pasha turned towards him quickly. 

" In Greece ? " he asked. 

" The Valide-Sultana wishes to present 
her to the padishah. That is the reason I 
was willing to bring her with me to Greece. 
The favorites of the padishah are not always 
fortunate." 

" The relatives of the favorites of the pad- 
ishah are not always fortunate. They have 
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been known to disappear. The father and 
brothers of the Aiche-Sultana were not to be 
found in Constantinople the day that we sailed 
for Greece. It was rumored that she was no 
longer in favor at the seraglio, and that they 
would never return to their business." 

The Turk's manner was pointed, and he 
watched the supreme dragoman to note its 
effect. 

When he stopped speaking Maroozi looked 
up inquiringly. 

" How could you have learned that ? " he 
asked. " I have always understood it was 
against the law for one Turk to discuss what 
occurred in the harem of another. I am sure 
that the padishah imagines that even the names 
of the blossoms in his Gardens of Felicity are 
unknown to the outside world." 

" I was told by your secretary, the person 
you describe as a harmless young man," Kas- 
sam replied. He knew that he held an excel- 
lent hand, but he was beginning to question 
the best method of playing his cards. So far 
there had been no mention of the incriminat- 
ing letters written by Maroozi as the private 
secretary of the grand vizier to the governor of 
Athens, Kassam thinking these a trump card, 
best held in reserve until his opponent showed 
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more of his hand. Now he began to question 
the wisdom of his decision. 

" As my secretary, of course Monsieur De- 
bray knows all that transpires in the empire," 
the dragoman admitted unwillingly. " He 
also knows the law and its penalty. I cannot 
understand how he could be so indiscreet as 
to talk about the accidents of the seraglio." 

" Perhaps he was indiscreet with a purpose. 
It was he who first suggested that Thyrza 
accompany you to Greece." 

" Debray suggested Thyrza's accompanying 
me to Greece ! " Maroozi exclaimed, starded 
out pf his accustomed composure. "How did 
that Jiapf)en, pasha ? I thought — " 

Ka^sam smiled, and interrupted him by a 
wave of the hand. 

" You thought Debray too harmless for con- 
sideration. Perhaps, when I have answered 
your question, told you how it all happened, 
you will find a reason for changing your mind. 
My first glimpse of Thyrza was on the steps 
of Top-Capou. From Monsieur Debray I 
learned that the attendant of the Princess 
Yildiz was your niece, and the most beautiful 
girl in Constantinople. Later in the same 
evening he called on me, and suggested that I 
return with him to your palace. He said that 
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Mademoiselle Thyrza would return from the 
imperial harem, and as you were away I should 
have an opportunity to talk to her. He told 
me of the Valide-Sultana's plot against Aiche- 
Sultana, and the probability of its success ; of 
her intrigue against Thyrza, and the girl's 
ignorance. He then suggested that I should 
persuade you to bring her to Greece. I per- 
suaded you," he added with a significant smile. 
" Thyrza is now in Greece, and in Greece she 
shall remain. Let the Valide-Sultana buy the 
padishah a slave. Thyrza shall be my wife, — 
willingly, if I can win her love, but — in any 
event she shall be mine." 

The Greek chuckled. " So you are a Turk, 
after all," he remarked. 

"I am a man," Kassam Pasha answered 
sullenly. 

Prince Maroozi left his seat and walked 
across the room ; then he came back and put 
his hand on the young man's chair. 

" Listen, Kassam," he said, in the soft mur- 
muring purr he used when he was arguing a 
question and felt sure of his point. "You 
have some letters which I should like to 
secure ; I have a niece whom you would like 
to possess. If I secure you my niece, will 
you give me the letters ? " 
107 



Maid of Athens 

Kassam smiled. He had forced the Greek 
to name his terms. He was quite satisfied. 

" The hour that Mademoiselle Thyrza be- 
comes my wife, I will give you those letters," 
he answered. 

" You can rest perfectly satisfied," Maroozi 
told him. " She will be your wife before the 
end of the month." 

They smoked in silence for a few minutes ; 
then, hearing Lady Thyrza's voice in the next 
room, they began to discuss trivial details of 
business. When she joined them it was to 
ask her uncle's permission to go to see the 
wooden structure which had been erected on 
the site of the old Dionysiac theatre. 

" Demetrius says it looks quite different 
by moonlight, almost as beautiftil as the old 
theatre. I should like so much to see it. 
May I go this evening with Eudocia ? " she 
asked the Prince Maroozi. 

The two men exchanged quick glances. 
The denouement which the dragoman pre- 
dicted was to be realized. 

" Why only with Eudocia, mademoiselle ? " 
Kassam Pasha responded. " Why do you 
exclude Prince Maroozi and me from sharing 
your pleasure ? " 

" It was only because I did n't wish to bore 
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you," she answered. Then she remembered 
how kind and polite he had always been to her, 
how generous to Demetrius. Perhaps after 
all he was not so bad for a Turk. He had 
told her charming things of England. When 
Lord Byron came, perhaps she would find 
they were friends and that for that reason he 
had been at so much pains to persuade her 
uncle to bring her to Greece. Yes, he cer- 
tainly must be a friend of Lord Byron. The 
thought sent the rich blood into her cheeks and 
a brilliant smile flashed into her face and eyes. 

" I fancied that you had seen it many times 
by moonlight, Kassam Pasha," she went on. 
"You have been so kind and helpful to the 
builders. Demetrius tells me that you have 
not only given more money than any one else, 
but that to you they owe the plans of the old 
theatre." 

" I have been very much interested in the 
undertaking, mademoiselle. I discovered the 
plans in my father's library, and I am very 
glad that they have been of use to the builders. 
Although I have visited the work several times, 
I have never gone by moonlight." Then he 
turned to the supreme dragoman. " Shall we 
go this evening, prince? The moon is full, 
and it is beautifully clear." 
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Maroozi took Thyrza's hand, stroking it 
caressingly. 

" Whatever her ladyship wills, I do. I de- 
vote my life to her pleasure," he answered, with 
every appearance of sincerity. 

When she had gone out, he turned to Kas- 
sam Pasha. "There are two points about 
which I must caution you," he said. " Thyrza 
must never know that I gave the information 
that secured her father's death, and we must 
contrive some plan to prevent her from dis- 
covering my reason for returning to Athens." 

" But if Demetrius has drawn her into the 
plot ? " Kassam objected. 

" He has n't yet," he replied, with a soft 
laugh that was like nothing so much as crack- 
ling paper. "She would never have spoken 
to you as she did. She actually blushed under 
your gaze. Let me congratulate you, pasha, 
that at the moment of despair you make an 
impression. Never give up the chase with a 
woman ; that *s the secret of success." 

"You don't think Demetrius would dare 
tell her the history of her parents, that her 
father — ? " The young man choked at the 
word. 

" Dare ! That is the very thing he will tell 
her." 
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" I will kill him first." The Turk was 
white to the lips. 

The supreme dragoman laughed 

" If you should be so foolish, the very stones 
in Athens would rise up and proclaim it; the 
wind would whisper it in her casement. My 
friend, you do not know the Greek people. 
Let me see. Demetrius plans an uprising 
during the festival ; that is only a few days off. 
We shall prevent him from taking Thyrza to 
their rendezvous when they go to view the 
theatre by moonlight, but he will get her later 
in the night. Time presses ; it must be done 
to-night." 

" Do you mean to say that you will per- 
mit— ?" 

"Softly, Kassam," Maroozi remonstrated. 
"They will not tell her much to-night; not 
that, at least She will join them, knowing 
only in a general way the character of the 
society. Later, when they disclose their object, 
they will tell her of her parents." He lifted 
his hand, stopping the words that he saw 
trembling on the young man's lips. "Such 
are their plans. What we allow them to do is 
quite another matter." 

"You will not allow her to go to-night?" 
Kassam asked anxiously. 
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" I have n't yet decided, but you must leave 
the matter in my hands," the dragoman re- 
plied. He left his seat and began to walk 
about the room. " I know the Greeks," he 
said, stopping in front of Kassam. " I know 
Demetrius. I reared Thyrza and knew her 
mother before her. She is as a pebble in 
my hand. I will think." 

He began to pace slowly back and forth 
across the room, his hands clasped behind his 
back. 

They reached the theatre shortly after moon- 
rise. Under the silvery radiance, the freshly 
painted wood took on the gleam of purest 
marble. The columns and entablatures of the 
scena represented the entrance of a magnifi- 
cent temple, with three doors opening on the 
stage. Twelve feet lower than the stage, in 
front and to the sides, was the orchestra, the 
place occupied by the chorus, above which, 
rising tier on tier, were the seats for the audi- 
ence. Lady Thyrza was enchanted. She 
gazed about her, taking in the whole scene, — 
the Acropolis, with the stately columns of the 
Parthenon towering above the highest seats, the 
glorious view of Mount Hymettus, the valley 
of the Ilissus, and the gleaming water of the 
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-3Egean Sea. She heaved a deep sigh of de- 
light and regret. It was so beautiful ; how she 
wished she understood it all. If Monsieur 
Debray were only there, or — she blushed at 
the thought; yet she was sure Lord Byron 
would be able to tell her all about those ruins. 

Her uncle spoke to a stranger, evidently a 
Greek servant, who sat on one of the lower 
seats in the shadow of the wall. 

" Ah, Nicolo," he said in his kindliest voice, 
"you are fond of lonely moonlight strolls." 

" No, excellency, I came with — " the ser- 
vant began. 

The middle door of the scena opened, and a 
man passing between the heavy columns 
stepped out on the stage. 

" I am the trespasser, your highness," he 
said, speaking to Maroozi. " Nicolo acts only 
as my guide." 

Thyrza*s heart was beating in great throbs. 
She could not be mistaken; she could never 
forget that voice. It was as though her wish 
of a moment before had been answered from 
the clouds. 

^* Lord Byron ! " the supreme dragoman ex- 
claimed. "When did you arrive? I thought 
you still in Constantinople." 

" If General Kassam Pasha had remained at 
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home this afternoon, he could have told you to 
the contrary," Byron answered, as he ran down 
the steps connecting the proscenium and the 
orchestra. " I called on him as I passed his 
palace on my way to the city." 

" I am sorry that your lordship found me 
away," the Turk answered, not too cordially. 
Was it the prejudice of his race, disapproving 
the appearance of his women before other men, 
or was it an intuitive foreshadowing of what 
was to come, that made him regret the appear- 
ance of the young Englishman? 

" Were you examining our wooden imitation, 
my lord?" Maroozi asked. 

" I was admiring the taste and ingenuity 
of your ancestors," Byron replied. "You 
Greeks, prince, are the only people of whose 
ancestors the world never tires of hearing." 

Lady Thyrza felt the blood burning her 
cheeks. She knew he was looking at her, but 
she could not lift her eyes. She wondered 
how it would end ; would he speak to her, tell 
her uncle they had met before? The next 
moment her uncle was introducing them, and 
calling her to come forward and greet his 
English friend. 

She stepped forward to raise his hand to 

her lips. 
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" Mademoiselle, have you never been on the 
upper tier of seats ? " he asked. "The view is 
enchanting; allow me to assist you." His 
voice was like a breeze on a sultry day. 

He took her hand, and the next instant 
they were mounting the steps together. Her 
heart was beating, and he held her close. It 
seemed as if he must hear the crackling of the 
paper concealed in her bosom, and know that 
it was his token, his love song. 

When they reached the upper tier he 
swept his arm out towards the valley of the 
Ilissus. 

"That is the great temple of Zeus Olym- 
pius, the ruins of one of the largest temples in 
the world. The foundations were laid by 
Pisistratus, who died before it was finished; 
and the Athenians, hating him as a tyrant, 
made no eflFort to complete it. At length, 
after receiving additions from various foreign 
princes, it was completed by Hadrian. There 
were one hundred and twenty-four Corinthian 
columns," he explained, rattling on at the top 
of his voice that the Prince Maroozi and 
Kassam Pasha might hear. Then he whis- 
pered : " Did you expect me ? Have you 
thought of me ? " 

" Oh, yes, my lord," she answered, carried 
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away by the passion and directness of his 

attack. " Every hour, every moment ! " 

" I would have come at once, — sailed on 

the same ship with you, but Debray insisted 

that — " 

" Lord Byron," called Prince Maroozi, 
cc J »» 

"There on the right bank of the river," 
Lord Byrpn went on, regardless of the call, 
" stood the Lyceum, or temple of Apollo 
Lyceius. The names of both Pericles and 
Lycurgus are associated with its building ; but 
it is not known who added the gymnasium 
close by, which became famous as the favorite 
haunt of Aristotle and the birthplace of peri- 
patetic philosophy." 

The chief dragoman had stopped calling. 
Byron began to whisper again. 

" I have a letter for you from Monsieur 
Debray with a message from the Star of the 
Harem. She is meeting him every day. Are 
you going to be as good to me and let me come 
to see you every day ? " 

"If, my lord, — " 

"If what?" he demanded, bending for- 
ward in his effort to look into her downcast 
eyes. 

"If—" 
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" If your lordship will come — " the voice 
of Maroozi called up to them. 

" Near it on the southern bank was the 
Panathenaic stadium in which the famous 
gymnastic contests of the ancient Greeks were 
held." Byron's voice came distinctly to the 
two men listening in the orchestra. " It is a 
cornfield now ; nothing remains of its magnifi- 
cent seats and floors of Pentelic marble, with 
which it was furnished by Herodes Atticus, 
but a few bits of marble raked up by the 
plough. I walked over the site when I was 
here last year, and visited the cavern to which 
it is supposed the unsuccessful candidates re- 
tired after their defeat. There were several 
bits of colored rags, broken glass, a handful of 
flour, dried peas and honey, scattered over a 
flat rock in one corner, when we visited it. 
I wished to examine them, but Demetrius ob- 
jected most vehemently. ^ Don't touch them, 
eflFendi, they are the devil's goods,' he ex- 
claimed. * They are magical and will produce 
some severe calamity.' He then swore that 
certain old women in Athens, who were un- 
doubtedly witches, came to this cavern in the 
dead of night to perform incantations to the 
devil. He had often seen them in a midnight 
storm skimming oflF the foam of the sea where 

117 



Maid of Athens 

It rolls against the beach near the ancient port 
of Phalerus." Here Byron laughed merrily, 
then drawing her arm more tightly through his 
own he bent down to her again. 

" If what ? " he asked. " If what ? " 
" If you really wish to see me so often." 
" To see you so often ! You are never out 
of my thoughts, not for a moment. Since I 
held you in my arms I sit for hours at a time 
and fancy that I hold you still. After you left 
Constantinople the companionship of every 
one, even my English friend, the man I was 
in college with, became hateful to me. I 
wanted to be alone, to sit with my eyes closed 
and live it all over again, the sting of your 
hair against my face, the pressure of your soft, 
warm cheek, the heaving of your bosom, — 
Ah! — " 

" Prince Maroozi wishes your lordship to 
— " Kassam Pasha was saying, as he mounted 
the steps towards them. 

"The Odeum of Pericles was there," his 
lordship was explaining so earnestly that he 
could neither see nor hear the Turk. ^* It 
was built in imitation of the tent of Xerxes ; 
but Cratinus made the populace believe that 
Pericles had modelled it after his own pointed 
head. He gave him the name of the Squill- 
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headed Jupiter and obliged the statuaries to 
cover his head with a helmet — " 

Kassam was getting quite near. 

"The street of the tripods ran there — 
Come higher up, more to this side." 

"My lord. General Kassam Pasha will be 
— " Lady Thyrza began. 

"Oh, will he?" said Byron. "Then we 
will give him exercise and time to cool. I am 
not going to give you up, not one moment, to 
him." He was holding her arm very close 
and drew her towards the top row of the seats. 
" Come higher up where you can get a better 
view," he said, resuming his explanatory tone. 
" The statue of a satyr which Praxiteles con- 
sidered one of his finest works stood there. 
Pausanias tells that Praxiteles, being in love 
with Phryne, told her that she could take any 
one of his works. She, to discover which he 
considered the finest, raised a false alarm of 
fire in his studio. He at once gave orders to 
save his Cupid and Satyr above all others. 
Phryne chose the Cupid and he gave the Satyr 
to the Athenians." He caught her hand, 
kissed it passionately, pressed it against his 
cheek, then turned towards the approaching 
Turk. 

" Ah, Kassam Pasha ! " he exclaimed. " I 
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was just saying what a pity it is that a people, 
unconquered by Xerxes, should now be the 
portion of an Ethiopian eunuch. I understand 
that the grand eunuch of the imperial harem 
receives the taxes of Greece." 
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CHAPTER VIII 

TWO SPIDERS SPIN THEIR WEB 

THE next morning, when Kassam 
Pasha entered the study of Prince 
Maroozi, Lord Byron was on the 
terrace with Lady Thyrza. Their voices 
could be heard distinctly. After a brief greet- 
ing to the supreme dragoman, he turned 
towards the open window. 

The Greek waved him back. 

" Keep cool, my friend," he murmured in a 
soft, purring drawl. " Don't become excited. 
There is no danger." 

" Why did you invite him here ? " the 
young Turk demanded. 

Maroozi laughed. It was a cold, trilling 
sound like the trickle of ice water. 

"The padishah wishes him to leave the 
empire," he answered. 

"How will throwing him in Thyrza's 
society accomplish that ? " 

" Sit down and I will explain." He made 
room for Kassam on the divan on which he 
reclined. 
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The Turk paid no attention to the invitation 
but, walking across the room, brought forward 
a chair and took his seat on the opposite side 
of the table. 

" Let us begin at the beginning," Maroozi 
said. " I was not mistaken in my little sur- 
mise. Thyrza left this palace with Demetrius 
shortly after midnight. They returned just 
before daybreak. In the future we must set 
a watch to follow them and discover where 
they meet their patriotic friends." 

" In the Olympieum," Kassam remarked. 

" You had them watched ? " 

" I watched myself." 

" Ah ! " the Greek exclaimed. This was a 
new feature in the game, an unexpected phase 
of the young Turk's character. He had not 
expected him to take so much trouble or show 
so much energy. 

" Did you expect that I would put my fu- 
ture wife in the power of another ? " Kassam 
demanded ; then he added sternly, " See to it 
that you are the only one who watches her at 
this end. If her connection with these revo- 
lutionists comes to the ears of the sultan, I 
shall know whom to thank." 

The supreme dragoman started. The ex- 
pression of the young man's face was not 
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pleasant, and indicated more energy than he 
had anticipated. He must be more on his 
guard. The moves of a Turk were often as 
sudden as they were eccentric. 

" You would n't suspect me of giving infor- 
mation against my own blood ? " he asked. 

" You informed against her father." 

"Ah, that was a different matter! That 
was at the beginning of my career. I wished 
to win my spurs." 

" This may be the end of your career. 
You may wish to save your neck." 

The supreme dragoman lighted a fresh 
cigar. The line of thought was not pleasant. 
He must introduce a new subject. After a 
few moments* silence, he asked : 

" Have you heard of his excellency's latest 
decree ? " 

" I induced the governor to issue a decree 
forbidding the play," Kassam replied. 

The Greek removed his cigar and deliber- 
ately knocked off the ash. 

" You are young," he remarked, softly. 
" Yes, you are very young. That decree is ill 
advised. The governor must reconsider — 
must recall it." 

" The governor must recall it ! " 

"Certainly, my friend, the governor must 
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recall it. It was a bad move, his second bad 
move. His first was forbidding the cele- 
bration of the old Dionysiac festival. You 
neutralized that by securing a repeal of the 
law and contributing to the building of the 
new theatre. That was excellent. It gained 
the confidence of the people we wish to trap. 
This decree will arouse their distrust again; 
they will know that they are suspected. You 
must come to the rescue again, pasha; the 
success of our enterprise now depends entirely 
on you." 

" Explain yourself. I don't understand 
what you mean." 

" You must play the generous patron again. 
You must have a declaration posted in the 
city proclaiming your disapproval of the de- 
cree. The governor set out this morning for 
Yanina; you must follow him at once and 
prevail on him to reconsider his decision." 
Maroozi laughed. "You are shrewder than 
even I gave you credit for being, pasha, not 
so young as you would seem. By this last 
move you will not only gain the entire con- 
fidence of the revolutionists, but the grati- 
tude of your lady love. Diplomatist ? You 
have n't your equal in the empire ! The sultan 
would do well to give you the most important 
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post among his foreign ministers. Yes, you 
have made the best move of the game. The 
plotters will be ready for your hand when you 
return from Yanina." 

The Turk scowled. 

" I cannot follow the governor/' he said. 
" You know that until this bubble of revolu- 
tion is pricked, both of us have agreed not to 
leave Athens at the same time." 

" That is the reason why your absence just 
now will be so effective. The revolutionists 
will be convinced that you have no suspicion 
of their plots. It will make them less cau- 
tious; they will be more easily trapped. 
Thyrza will be all the more positive that your 
interest in Greece is sincere." 

" How do you propose to get rid of him ? " 
Kassam asked, motioning towards the adjoin- 
ing room. 

Lady Thyrza and Lord Byron, driven from 
the terrace by the heat of the sun, had come 
into the long reception room on the front of 
the villa into which the private closet of the 
supreme dragoman opened. Before answering 
Kassam's question, Maroozi took a rosebud 
from a vase, trimmed it, and put it to his 
nose. 

" If he falls in love with Thyrza — " The 
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Turk shifted uneasily in his chair. Maroozi 
waved his hand, then went on languidly. 
" Don't be uneasy, my friend ; eventually it 
will all redound to your credit. Think what a 
sensation it will create in London when the 
English newspapers state that the wife of the 
new Turkish minister is the beautiful Greek 
lady with whom Lord Byron was madly in 
love. You will be a social lion, pasha; I 
quite envy you. But I digress. If his lord- 
ship should become enamoured of Thyrza, 
he will be interested in any cause that has 
gained her sympathy, and he will certainly join 
the plotters. A citizen of a friendly nation 
caught plotting against the peace of Turkey — 
the result is obvious, pasha." 

" Suppose this plot does not work itself out 
in reality as it does in your brain ? " Kassam 
questioned, in a tone of ill-suppressed irritation. 

" My dear pasha, you have forgotten that I 
have some slight talent along that line. You 
will see that I can not only lay the mine, but I 
can also tell just how and when the explosion 
will take place. My talent is to me an indis- 
putable proof of heredity, of prenatal influence. 
My parents were revolutionists, always schem- 
ing for the freedom of Greece. A taste for 
intrigue in one generation develops a diplo- 
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matic genius in the next. Follow my sug- 
gestions, and the night after the play you will 
be able to trap your game. By the way, you 
did not tell me how many of our patriotic 
friends attended the meeting at the Olympieum 
last night. Let us say about forty, or, with 
Lady Thyrza, forty-one." 

" Just forty-one," the Turk replied, regard- 
ing him sharply. " How did you know ? " 

" Know ! My dear Kassam, the malcon- 
tents of my native land are as well known 
to me as its ruined temples and its shattered 
marbles. Ah ! " He changed his position on 
the divan that he might get a better view of 
the adjoining room. " It is just as I expected. 
Demetrius has come to tell Thyrza of the 
governor's decree." 

Demetrius was standing in the middle of the 
long reception room, the room in which, fifteen 
years before, he had left the Countess Riga 
dressing to receive the governor of Athens. 
His whole figure and the way he fingered the 
dagger in his belt indicated suppressed fury. 

" The governor has forbidden the play, my 
lady," he blurted out. 

" Forbidden the play ! " Lady Thyrza ex- 
claimed. " Why, Demetrius, what can you 
mean ? " 
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** I mean what I say," he answered roughly. 

He was fumbling in the breast of his jacket, 
and finally drew out a sheet of crumpled 
paper. 

" You can see for yourself," he said, giving 
her the paper. " It was posted on the door of 
the church. I tore it down." 

Lord Byron took the paper from Lady 
Thyrza's fingers, and, smoothing it out on the 
table, they read it together. 

" It is infamous ! " his lordship exclaimed. 
*^ What right has the governor to issue such a 
decree ? " 

"The right given him by the infidel tyrant 
in Constantinople, my lord," Demetrius replied, 
in a heavy, sullen voice. " We in Greece are 
but dogs ; we have to obey." 

" If you are dogs," Byron answered, his eyes 
blazing, " you are Greek dogs. You can at 
least use your fangs and drive this tyrant from 
your country." 

" The old breed has run out, my lord," the 
man said. " The Greek mastiff has become a 
cowardly cur, who can only lick the hand of his 
infidel master, or grovel fawning at his feet 
when he gives him a kick. We can do nothing, 
my lord. We must obey the decree." 

" What, after you have built your theatre 
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and made ev^cry preparation ? Do you mean 
to tell me that the men of Athens will obey 
this decree without protest ? " Byron demanded. 

" We must obey, my lord," Demetrius re- 
peated. " We can do — *' 

" Oh, yes, Demetrius," Lady Thyrza inter- 
rupted, " there is a way. I am sure there is. 
We can get the decree revoked. Yes, my 
lord," she said, turning to Byron. Her eyes 
were bright and there was the glow of excite- 
ment on her cheeks. " General Kassam Pasha 
has great influence with the governor, and he 
always uses it for the good of Greece. He will 
appeal to the governor for us, I am sure. I 
will ask him." 

" Kassam Pasha is a Turk," Byron said, 
frowning. For the first time her ignorance 
of the fate of her parents impressed him as 
deplorable. 

" Yes, but he feels a deep interest in Greece. 
He secured the repeal of the law forbidding 
the celebration of the Dionysiac festival. He 
gave a large amount to help in rebuilding the 
theatre. He is very kind. He has granted 
me many favors. He is with my uncle now ; 
I will ask him to speak to his excellency." 

"The governor is away," Byron objected, as 
she turned towards the door of her uncle's study. 
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" He left early this morning for Yanina." He 
disliked to have her appeal to any man but 
himself, and the thought that she should ask a 
favor of Kassam, of all men, was horrible. 

" Ah, but he will find a way. I 'm sure he 
will," she answered gayly. " Demetrius can 
tell you how kind he has always been, how in- 
terested he is in Greece. I will speak to him 
at once." 

As she entered the study, the supreme 
dragoman passed out by another door. 

" I will leave you to receive her alone," he 
told Kassam, foreseeing her coming. " It will 
be an excellent test of your diplomatic ability, 
your self-control." 

" I thought my uncle was with you," she 
said, glancing about the room in surprise. 

" He has just gone out, mademoiselle," 
Kassam replied. " And I was just coming to 
bid you good-by." 

" Good-by ! " she exclaimed, starting. " Are 
you to leave Athens ? " 

" I am going to join his excellency, made- 
moiselle. Will you not wish me a pleasant 
journey ? " 

He was unusually pale, and she was conscious 
of a subtle change in his manner that made 

her feel ill at ease. She drew a rose from the 

130 



Two Spiders Spin Their Web 

cluster of blossoms at her girdle and began to 
beat it softly against her lips. 

" I will wish you a pleasant trip and ask 
you to do me a favor besides," she answered, 
struggling to appear unconscious of his change 
of manner. " A favor — a great favor." 

He listened to her courteously, recalled 
Maroozi's warning, and remembered his train- 
ing in French etiquette. 

" If it is within my power, mademoiselle," 
he replied promptly, but there was no warmth 
in his tone. 

" It is about the decree. It seems so un- 
just ! You contributed to the building of the 
theatre ! You can't agree with the governor ! " 
she went on, faltering. 

^'You wish me to speak to his excellency 
about it ? " he asked. 

" Not speak about it, but insist that he 
repeal it," she answered passionately. 

" But, mademoiselle, suppose I cannot — " 
he began. 

Her manner changed. Words of the Valide- 
Sultana uttered years before flashed through 
her mind: "A woman should never try to 
rule a man except by love." Yes, she was 
convinced that was the way to succeed with 
Kassam Pasha. It meant much to her, to 
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Demetrius, to all Greece. She would make 
the attempt to rule him by love. She drew a 
step nearer to him, her eyes brilliant, her face 
smiling, and, with the blossom that had been 
against her rosy mouth, she touched his cheek, 
then his lips, caressingly. 

"You will try," she told him, her voice 
lowered almost to a whisper. "You will 
promise ! You will do your best ! Ah, won't 
you ? " 

He caught her hand and pressed it firmly 
against his cheek. 

" I will do anything you wish," he answered 
unsteadily. " Anything ! ** 

" Ah, Kassam ! " she cried. It was the first 
time she had addressed him without his title. 
" I knew you would n't refuse ! I knew I 
could trust you ! " 

She could feel the blood throbbing in his 
throat and the heaving of his breast. She 
smiled up at him, her eyes brilliant with the 
exultation of success. He was looking at 
her as he had done on the steps of Top- 
Capou, when he had urged her coming to 
Greece. 

Her lids dropped and the color flamed over 
her face and throat. 

He took the rose from her fingers, slipping 
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it into the breast of his caftan, and, stooping 
down, kissed her hand passionately. 

" You can always trust me," he whispered. 
" I will never refuse you anything." 

When she returned to the reception room, 
she was jubilant with her triumph. 

^^ General Kassam Pasha has promised to do 
his best to prevail on the governor to repeal 
the decree," she told Byron. " I felt sure he 
would." 

" You let him kiss your hand," Byron ac- 
cused sharply. 

She glanced up at him, startled. His brows 
were drawn together in a heavy frown and he 
was watching her sternly. Her eyes fell and 
she took a little gasping breath. 

" Why, yes, he always does," she faltered. 
" I mean, when he does me a favor, a great 
favor," she added quickly. 

There was no reply, and she looked up. 
Byron stood gazing through the window across 
the valley of the Ilissus. His head reminded 
her of a beautiful cameo — his glossy auburn 
curls, his violet eyes with their long lashes, his 
perfect lips. She had never seen his lips so 
unsmiling. Then a gleam of mischief flashed 
into her eyes. It was lovely to have him 
object when another man kissed her hand. 
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" My lord," she said, and the gleam that 
flashed in her eyes sounded in her voice. " In 
England, — would not an English lady allow 
a gentleman to kiss her hand ? " 

" Not unless he were her lover," he replied, 
still gazing towards the river of ancient Athens, 

She felt her cheeks flush and tingle. How 
shameless of her to have followed the teach- 
ing of the Valide-Sultana. As if anything 
learned in a Turkish harem could be — but 
she would n't give up, she would n't allow him 
to know that she felt herself in the wrong. 
It was delicious to — 

"My lord, his highness. Prince Maroozi, 
wishes to know if your lordship will accompany 
him to Piraeus this morning ? " asked a servant 
at the door. 

" Certainly," Byron replied. " Tell Prince 
Maroozi I shall be delighted. I thank you for 
your hospitality, mademoiselle. I regret that 
I must make my adieu," he said, ceremoniously; 
and he turned towards the door. 

" You will come back, my lord ? " she asked. 
The gleam of mischief had gone from her face 
and her voice was very serious. 

Byron came back to her quickly. 

" Is Kassam Pasha your lover ? " he asked. 
" Do you care for him ? " 
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" How can you ask ? He is a Turk ! " she 
answered, looking up at him with eyes that 
were misty with unshed tears. 

" You will never allow him to kiss your 
hand again ? " He was bending towards her, 
his expression and tone eager to intentness. 

" No, never," she answered, meeting his 
gaze with solemn, steadfast eyes, 

"Nor any other man unless he is — unless 
you really love him ? " 

Their eyes met again, and now hers fell in 
confusion. 

"My lord," — it was the servant at the 
door again — "the horses are ready and his 
highness awaits your lordship in the court." 

"Yes, tell Prince Maroozi that I will join 
him instantly," Byron answered. Then he 
turned back to Lady Thyrza. 

" I shall come back as soon as I can," he 
whispered, kissing her hand passionately. 
" Every moment will seem an age." 
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A REVENGE WORTHY OF A TURK 

""^ TOU have been weeping!" Byron ex- 
Y claimed, when he met Lady Thyrza 
-** late that afternoon on his return to 
the villa with Prince Maroozi, 

" My dear child," the Greek gently remon- 
strated, putting his arm affectionately around 
her, " why do you allow the stories of these 
worthless beggars to sadden your tender heart ? 
They are not worthy of it, my dear, and I will 
not allow them to trouble you. I shall — " 

" It is Eudocia," Thyrza interrupted, the 
tears welling up into her eyes. " She has lied 
to me, uncle ; deceived me most cruelly." 

"Eudocia lied to you!" Byron exclaimed. 

" I am not at all surprised," Maroozi said, 
shrugging his shoulders. " How did you de- 
tect her ? What did she lie about ? " 

"About my mother. She denied, always 
denied, ever having known her, even that she 
had ever seen her. When I was a child — " 
she began; then she broke off, her voice 

136 



A Revenge Worthy of a Turk 

choked by sobs. As Maroozi drew her ten- 
derly within his arms, she caught his hand and 
covered it with kisses. "You were good to 
me, uncle, and gave me everything a girl could 
wish ; only there were times when my heart 
cried out for my mother. I hungered for her 
tenderness, the touch of her hand on my head, 
the sound of her voice. Then I would speak 
to Eudocia and ask her about my mother, but 
she always made the same answer, that she 
had nursed you, but had never even seen my 
mother. It was a lie, a base lie — '* 

" Yes," Maroozi assented, stroking her hair 
tenderly, as he drew her to a seat beside him. 
" Yes, it was a lie ; she has deceived you most 
cruelly. She nursed us both, and could have 
told you about your precious mother. If you 
had only come to me, my darling child ! I 
was wrong to trust you so much to the care 
of servants. My mind was engrossed by 
public matters, affairs of state. It was not lack 
of affection, my dear. You must try to for- 
give your old uncle. You are all I have. It 
would break my heart — " 

" No, no ! " Thyrza cried in distress, and she 
threw her arms around his neck and kissed 
him passionately. " You did everything ; you 
always have. It is only Eudocia who deceived 
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me. This morning, when I found it out and 
taxed her about it, she would not reply, but 
only wept and begged me to forgive her and 
would give me no reason — " 

" She had no reason, my dear," Maroozi 
told her. " You may be sure she had no rea- 
son. It is only her love of lying. His lordship 
can tell you," he added, turning towards Byron, 
"that that is the way with servants and all 
ignorant persons; they seem to prefer to lie 
about the most commonplace events. Your 
servants are not always honest, my lord?" 

"Not always," Byron admitted unwillingly. 
The Greek's duplicity sickened him. " But I 
should think Eudocia was an exception. Her 
evident affection for Countess Thyrza makes 
it hard for me to believe she would willingly 
deceive her," he added, with marked emphasis, 
staring hard at the Greek. 

"Ah, no, I fear you can never understand 
our lower classes, my lord," Maroozi replied, 
not the least embarrassed by Byron's sternness. 
Then he turned to Thyrza, "How did you 
discover her duplicity, my dear ? " 

"Old Corona, Nicolo's mother, told me. 
She is ill and I went down to see that she was 
properly cared for. She talked to me of her 
girlhood, when she "was a servant here at the 
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villa, and told me stories about my mother and 
about my grand-parents and about you before 
you went to Turkey, when you were a boy. 
Then I asked her about my mother's sudden 
death — " 

Lord Byron caught his breath. 

" And she told you ? " the Greek asked, in 
the softest of loving purrs. His composure 
seemed wonderful to Byron ; there was not the 
quiver of an eyelash, not the slightest show 
of emotion. 

** No, she was not here ; she had gone to 
visit her mother, who had the care of Nicolo. 
She said that Eudocia could tell me, — that 
she was the last to see my mother alive — '* 
Here she stopped again, her voice choked by 
sobs. 

Maroozi continued to stroke her hair, sooth- 
ingly, her head pressed against his shoulder. 
Recovering herself after a moment, she added : 

"There is a mystery about — about my 
mother's death, uncle; I am sure there is." 

" A mystery ! My dear, dear child, you 
must not let the whim of an ignorant old 
woman put such ideas in your head. . It is 
much too beautiful a head to be filled with 
unhealthy fancies. Your dear mother died 
from an attack of heart disease, brought on by 
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the sudden announcement of your father's 
death. I have always blamed Demetrius for 
the sad occurrence. He had been with your 
father and, having seen him fall in battle, 
hastened back, and coming unannounced into 
your mother's presence, told her of it. That 
is the true reason why I do not like the fellow, 
why I would not permit him to remain with 
you in Turkey, why I never like to see him 
even now. I associate him with the most 
poignant grief of my life." 

The Greek's voice was so tenderly sym- 
pathetic and his manner so sincerely candid 
that Byron was tempted to doubt the truth of 
the story he had heard from Debray. " Could 
it be possible that the truth about his sister's 
death had been concealed from Maroozi ? " his 
lordship wondered. 

" I am sure there is something else," Thyrza 
persisted. She had moved away from her 
uncle and sat free of his encircling arms, with 
her hands clasped together on her knees. 
" There is something which you and I know 
nothing about. I will ask Kassam Pasha. I 
am sure he will tell me the truth about my 
mother." 

At her mention of the Turk's name Maroozi 
almost gasped. His eyes opened wide and he 
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glanced towards Byron. It was only for the 
shortest space of time that their eyes met, but 
it convinced the Englishman that the story 
told by Debray was quite true and that the 
Greek knew it. The realization of his villany 
and the deception he practised on Thyrza, 
seemed to Byron, for the moment, appalling. 

" Yes," Maroozi replied in his soothing 
purr, " Kassam can tell us. We will ask him 
on his return, my dear. Heretofore I have 
always avoided the subject," he added in a tone 
of apologetic sadness, turning to Byron. " It 
is still most painful to me ; as we grow old, 
my lord, we — ah — become more self-indul- 
gent. It becomes second nature for us to 
avoid the disagreeable and painful things in 
life. Come, my love," he said, lifting Thyrza's 
hand to his lips, "we must not trouble our 
guest with our sorrows. The house is too 
warm ; take his lordship out on the terrace and 
show him the beauties of a Greek sunset. 
There, my lord," he went on, and, taking one 
of Byron's hands, he placed Thyrza's in it. 
" Take her into the fresh air among the flowers 
and make her forget ; make her happy, while 
I get ready the report I am ordered to send to 
the grand vizier." 

To Thyrza's plea that he would come with 
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them, leaving his report until after sunset, he 
shook his head and replied : 

" Duty becomes a pleasure as we grow old, 
my dear. Working over state papers is with 
me the habit of a lifetime. When I was 
young it was my duty and often burdensome, 
but now it has grown to be a pleasure. I ac- 
tually become restless, almost unhappy, when 
not engaged. You must let me be happy in 
my own way, my dear child ; I am too old to 
change." 

As they left the room he murmured, as 
though unconsciously thinking aloud, " My 
dear, dear sister ; I am too old to forget — too 
old to forget." His voice was so pathetically 
sincere that he himself was strangely moved by 
a feeling of self-pity, and two great tears rolling 
over his cheeks splashed on the paper he was 
spreading out before him. 

The sight of the moisture on the paper 
brought him back to his senses and a reali- 
zation of the part he was playing. He 
chuckled, shaking with suppressed laughter. 
It seemed a great joke ; he was such a good 
actor that he had actually deceived himself. 
His only regret was that Kassam had not been 
present to enjoy his triumph and appreciate 
his talent From this thought of the Turk his 

142 



A Revenge Worthy of a Turk 

mind began to drift into speculations for the 
future. 

"Yes, she shall ask him," he murmured, 
after a few moments* deep thought. "She 
shall ask him about her mother's death and he 
shall tell her — shall tell her the truth." 
Again he chuckled with enjoyment at the 
thought. " It shall be my revenge, my re- 
venge for being forced to return to Athens. 
The night after the play we shall capture 
Demetrius and his beggarly gang of patriots, 
the next day Thyrza shall marry Kassam, and 
then, — " He chuckled again and licked his 
lips. "Then, within the hour after their 
marriage, when the cup is at his lips, when the 
nectar is on his tongue, she shall ask him of 
her mother and he shall tell her the truth. 
Ah, it will be a great revenge, a revenge 
worthy of the shrewdest Turk ! " 
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CHAPTER X 

LORD BYRON MAKES A CONFIDANT OF KASSAM 

A FEW days after the departure of Kas- 
sam Pasha, Lady Thyrza became impa- 
tient at the non-appearance of the 
artists of Dionysus and questioned Demetrius 
about the exact date of their arrival. 

"They will be in Athens to-morrow, my 
lady," he answered sullenly. " Since the 
governor has forbidden the play, what differ- 
ence does it make, whether they come or 
stay?" 

" General Kassam will have the decree 
repealed," she assured him. 

"The festival is but three days off," he 
persisted, doubtfully. 

" You should n't be so distrustful, Deme- 
trius," she replied in sharp reproof. She had 
lost patience with what appeared to her his 
determination to disbelieve every motive and 
action of Kassam. She thought him most un- 
reasonable and decided to tell him so. " You 

know that Kassam Pasha has the greatest in- 
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fluence with the governor and you have every 
reason to believe he will exert it in behalf of 
the citizens of Athens. Why will you persist 
in thinking the play will not be allowed? 
General Kassam gave me his word. That is 
sufficient. I wish the governor, who, you say, 
is not as bad as his advisers, were half as reli- 
able as that adviser. It appears to me that his 
excellency can do nothing but issue decrees 
forbidding things. Such senseless decrees, too ! 
Why, even my uncle, who, as you know, never 
criticises an official, says this decree is absurd. 
Think of his other decrees forbidding the most 
harmless things ! Why did he forbid the 
festival two years ago ? " 

" Why does he forbid our children to go to 
school ? Why does he forbid the singing of 
your father's songs ? " he rejoined roughly. 
He also had lost patience. 

" Yes, Demetrius, why does he ? I 've often 
longed to ask. Why does he forbid so many 
harmless things ? " she questioned eagerly. 

He glanced towards the room in which the 
supreme dragoman usually sat when at home. 

" My uncle is in the city ; he will be away 
all day," she said, understanding his look. 

" Make Lord Byron teach you the history 
of Greece. They dare not threaten him. He 
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has the exploits of our heroes at his tongue's 
end/* He laughed fiercely. " It is only the 
sons and daughters of Greece who are forbidden 
to learn or speak of them. Lord Byron can get 
you books, your father's books, stolen from 
this palace. The young Turk has them." 

" You mean Kassam Pasha ? " she asked, 
awed by the unusual harshness of his voice 
and manner. 

"Yes, he is a Turk. You must never 
forget that he is a Turk, and the son of the 
man who — Make Lord Byron talk to you 
of our heroes. When he has told you all, I 
will tell you more." He strode swiftly across 
the room and, lifting a rug that lay before the 
window, pointed to a dark stain in the floor. 
" I will tell you the meaning of that." 

Lady Thyrza bent down to examine it. The 
warm blood which had tingled through her 
veins suddenly froze with horror. 

" Blood ! " she whispered. " Blood ! " 

" Yes, the blood of a Greek patriot." 

" My father's ! Oh, Demetrius, not my 
father's?" 

The Greek shook his head. " No, not your 

father's. He was killed in Belgrade. You 

were too young to play Antigone. I acted for 

you. When his lordship has taught you the 
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history of ancient Greece, I will keep my oath 
to your mother. I will tell you what I know. 
Then you will understand ! " he cried, turning 
towards the door. " You will understand why 
I do not trust the Turk, Kassam Pasha." He 
left the room laughing, a wild, harsh sound 
that made her flesh creep. 

Lord Byron did not appear that day at the 
villa on the Hill of the Muses. As the time 
passed. Lady Thyrza grew more and more 
restless. In the afternoon, the house becom- 
ing unendurable to her, she took her em- 
broidery out on the balcony where the best 
view of the road from the city could be ob- 
tained. She tried hard to forget her disap- 
pointment, to apply herself to her work, and 
to take an interest in the conversation of 
Eudocia, but her eyes persisted in turning 
towards the road, watching intently for the 
first glimpse of the familiar figure on horseback. 

After sunset she stole away from Eudocia 
and slipped out on the terrace. She was 
thoroughly dispirited. She had given up all 
hope of seeing Byron before the next day and 
felt that she must be alone. At the end of the 
terrace, a corner, shut oflF by a group of camel- 
lias and oleanders, commanded a beautiful view 
of the city and the valley sweeping up to the 
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hills beyond. It was here that she had come 
with Lord Byron one night when her uncle 
was away and Eudocia had fallen asleep in her 
chair. 

It was in this nook that she took refuge, 
seating herself in the corner of a broad bench 
that ran around the wall. The night was warm 
and beautifully still. The pink glow that had 
enveloped the hills had changed to deepest 
violet. The moon hung above her head and 
the stars were coming out one by one. A 
branch of a pomegranate tree, clustered with 
blossoms, hung over the wall and within her 
reach. She drew it down and sat with it 
pressed against her cheek. It was the very 
same bough from which he had plucked a 
blossom and fastened it in her hair. They had 
talked of England, made plans for their future, 
and for one brief moment — 

A movement in the tree aroused her from 
the dreamy state into which she had fallen. 
Some one without the terrace wall was climb- 
ing up. She started forward to call for help. 
A man sprang down from the tree to the walk 
in front of her. 

" I was sure you would be waiting here," he 
cried. " I came as soon as I could escape." 

The next instant he was holding her hands 
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in a close, passionate clasp and laughing at her 
fright 

" He *s a very shrewd gentleman, that uncle 
of yours," he said gayly, and he led her back 
to the seat in the corner of the bench, " He 
kept me in sight and was intensely interested 
in my plans and in having me entertained; 
but at last I escaped him without arousing his 
suspicions. I knew it was my only hope of see- 
ing you alone. I told him that I would ride out 
to the palace of Kassam Pasha and have a look 
at his copies of the old Greek tragedies. I went ; 
he sent one of his servants with me to see that 
I did. When I reached the palace, I sent the 
fellow back, had a look into the library, and then 
galloped my horse's tail off coming to you." 

He looked down at her in startled surprise. 
He had caught the gleam of tears on her 
cheeks. 

" Did I frighten you ? " he asked. 

She hung down her head. " Oh, no, my 
lord, but — but I *m so glad you have come." 

"You love me like that," he whispered, 
folding her in his arms. "You don't know 
what it means to me ; you don't know what it 
means." He sank down on his knees at her 
feet, hiding his face against her shoulder, his 
whole body shaken by a convulsive tremor. 
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Her heart stood stilL She clasped her 
arms about him and held him close against 
her breast, ready to shield him, were it with 
her own body, from all harm and trouble. 
He turned his face to hers with the mute ap- 
peal of a child who begs for sympathy. 

" In all my life I have never had any one 
to love me," he told her, " any one who would 
shed a tear. When you change, when you 
come to hate me — " 

" Hate you ! " she cried. 

" Even my own mother cannot love me. 
She can never forget that I am her deformed 
child, her * club-footed brat.' You — " 

" Ah, my lord, hush ! " she said, almost 
with a sob, and she drew him closer and cov- 
ered his feet with her skirts. 

" You do not know," he persisted. " It is 
horrible, repulsive. When you see it — " 

" Hush ! " she whispered. She pressed her 
arm firmly about him as might a mother who 
wishes to encourage and strengthen a suffering 
child. " Listen to me ! It is not your feet, 
not your hands or any part of you. It \%yoUy 
the man who came to me through every obsta- 
cle, who snatched me from under the very arm 
of the grand eunuch and saved me from the 
life of a harem ! No, no, my lord, it is not 
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that either. It is not your courage, not your 
genius, not your beauty ; for if something 
came, a terrible illness or accident, — and took 
them away, it would be the same, you would 
still be you." She rested her cheek against 
his forehead. " And if," she whispered, — he 
could feel the choke in her voice — "if they 
took you away from me, it would still be you, 
your memory." 

" Forever ? " he asked. 

" Yes, forever and forever," she answered. 

He reached up, and, putting his hand on 
her head, he pressed her cheek against his 
own. 

" They think they can take you away from 
me," he said, as he took his seat beside her on 
the bench. " Not as long as there is a spark 
of life in my body ! If your uncle will not 
give you to me, I will steal you, as Monsieur 
Debray did the Light of the Harem." 

" Monsieur Debray ? Yildiz ? " she ex- 
claimed. 

He laughed. "They fled from Constanti- 
nople six days ago. She was disguised as a 
Greek boy and he as her Albanian attendant. 
He had seen her every day since your depart- 
ure, sometimes in the disguise of a gypsy, but 
oftenest as your old nurse." 
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" Eudocia ! " Thyrza cried. " Why, she 
came to Greece with me." 

"What did that matter to Monsieur De- 
bray ? He knew her ways, her voice, and her 
manner ; and apparently the eunuchs of the 
imperial harem were ignorant that she came to 
Greece with you. Ah, he's a great genius! 
He had a disguise for every emergency." 

" Do you think they will escape ? The 
sultan will certainly have them pursued. If 
they are caught — ah ! " She hid her head 
against his shoulder. 

" They will not be caught," he assured her. 
" They left Constantinople in a French man- 
of-war and will be married as soon as they 
reach Marseilles." 

" Will they be safe then ? Are you sure ? 
Is Monsieur Andrea powerful enough to pro- 
tect her against the vengeance of the sultan ? " 

Byron laughed merrily. The suggestion of 
a struggle was like the scent of battle to a 
war-horse. 

" Monsieur Debray outwitted the Turk in 
his own empire ; I don't think there is much 
danger of his losing in France." 

" Is he a great prince in France ? " 

" I don't know either his name or rank in 
France, but I do know that he was the secret 
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agent of Napoleon in Turkey." He stroked 
her cheek reassuringly. " You need have no 
fear ; the emperor of France takes care of his 
own. Debray will protect his wife if it takes 
every man-of-war in France to do it." He 
bent down to her, touching her ear with his 
lips. "That is the way I will take you, if 
your uncle does not give you to me willingly. 
Every man in England will fight for me. I 
must ask Prince Maroozi's consent to-night." 

" To-night, my lord ! Have you forgotten 
that Demetrius asked you to wait until after 
the play?" 

" But, my dear life, that is so long to wait." 

" Four days." 

" Four days ! When I do not want to let 
you out of my sight for a moment ! Deme- 
trius is unreasonable. Why did he make that 
request ? " 

She drew away from his arms and sat up fac- 
ing the road from the city. " I do not know," 
she answered seriously. " Demetrius gets more 
and more peculiar. This morning he refused 
to tell me — There, my lord," she whispered, 
pointing towards the road, " there is my uncle. 
He is returning." 

Byron leaned over the wall of the terrace; 
then drew back laughing softly. " No, it is 
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Kassam Pasha," he said. "He returned to 
his palace and has tracked me here." 

They left the terrace, and when the Turk 
entered the long reception room of the palace 
he found them conversing sedately, eager to 
learn the result of his conference with the 
governor. 

" His excellency returned with me, made- 
moiselle," he replied to her questioning. " He 
not only consented to repeal the decree, but 
he is most anxious to be present at the per- 
formance." He turned to Lord Byron. " I 
was sorry to learn that I had missed a call 
from your lordship this afternoon. I have 
taken the liberty of bringing you the manu- 
scripts which you were so anxious to see. 
My slave reported that you wished only the 
tragedies of Sophocles." 

He took a roll of manuscripts from his 
girdle and with a courteous bow presented it 
to Byron. 

" You are very kind, Kassam ! " his lordship 
exclaimed. His voice was cordial, though his 
manner lacked its usual ease. 

The bearing of the Turk puzzled him. He 
could not believe that any man, least of all an 
Oriental, in love with a girl, would calmly 
allow her to receive the devoted attention 
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which he bestowed on Thyrza. Debray had 
warned him that Kassam would be his rivaJ, 
and had explained his influence over the 
supreme dragoman. Certainly everything he 
had seen since his arrival in Greece, except 
Kassam's conduct, had confirmed the report. 
Yet there was, there must be, a mistake. 
Kassam was too courteous, too calmly friendly. 
For once, at least, Debray was wrong. He 
had half a mind to confide in the Turk and 
ask his influence with Prince Maroozi. The 
drift of these thoughts was interrupted by 
Thyrza*s voice. 

Kassam Pasha was answering her question. 

" His excellency's consent was conditional, 
mademoiselle. Doubtless you will not like 
his conditions. I did my best, I assure you. 
He was quite unchangeable. He positively 
refused to make any further concessions. He 
instructed me to ascertain your decision." 

" My decision? " Thyrza questioned, puzzled. 

" Yes, mademoiselle, the production of the 
play now rests entirely with you. You may 
not find his excellency's conditions* very 
agreeable, but — " He stopped, embarrassed, 
coughed uncertainly, then went on. " I thought 
possibly, in consideration of the people who 
have come to Athens, many for the express 
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purpose of seeing the play, you might consent," 
He glanced at her inquiringly. 

" Oh, yes, I '11 do anything rather than dis- 
appoint the people, to secure the play," she 
answered eagerly. " You may be sure of that." 
She glanced towards Byron for encouragement 

" What conditions did his excellency impose, 
pasha ? " Byron asked. 

Kassam turned towards him, the touch of 
embarrassment still uppermost in his manner. 

" His excellency, as you know, my lord, has 
travelled extensively and acquired many Euro- 
pean ideas. He does not approve of the 
Greek method of producing plays, all the 
parts filled by men. He is perfectly willing to 
have the play go on, if Lady Thyrza will con- 
sent to take the leading female role." 

"Me take the leading female role ! " Thyrza 
exclaimed, looking helplessly from one to the 
other of the two men. 

" I was afraid you would not like — " 
Kassam began, a flash of pleasure lighting his 
face. 

Byron recognized his opportunity. He 
would become Thyrza's teacher, and thus 
be able to see her in spite of her uncle's 
objections. 

" Why not ? " he questioned, interrupting 
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the Turk. " I admire his excellency's taste. 
I am sure Lady Thyrza will be most success- 
ful. It is quite simple," he assured her. " I 
played quite often at Harrow and — Oh, 
you need not look surprised ! It is quite the 
fashion in England, amateur theatricals ! Not 
long ago the king himself took part in one at 
a Christmas revel in Buckingham Palace." 

" But if Mademoiselle Thyrza feels — " 
Kassam began again. 

"She is timid because she doesn't under- 
stand," Byron hastened to say. " When I 
have explained and gone through the play 
with her, she will change her mind." 

" I am sure the Prince Maroozi will not 
permit Mademoiselle Thyrza to sacrifice her 
feelings for the pleasure of any one," the Turk 
objected. He was not pleased at his lordship's 
enthusiastic acceptance of the governor's propo- 
sition. " It will be much better for the festival 
to take place as heretofore without the play." 

"Oh, no, that would never do!" Lady 
Thyrza exclaimed eagerly. "It was only this 
morning that Demetrius was telling me there 
would be more people in Athens during this 
festival than in fifty years. He said that 
besides those who come to pay their yearly 
taxes there will be hundreds, from every 
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quarter of Greece, who are coming solely to 
see the play. It would never do to disap- 
point them. Since the governor will not allow 
it to be produced unless I take part, I must 
accept Lord Byron's offer to teach me. When 
will you begin your lessons, my lord ? " 

" Why not at once ? Since Kassam Pasha 
has been kind enough to bring these manu- 
scripts, we can select the play and — " 

" Mademoiselle Thyrza does not understand 
ancient Greek, my lord," the Turk interrupted. 

" I can easily remedy that. I will translate 
for her as we go along." He slipped off 
the cover and began calling off the names of 
the different plays, as he lifted the manu- 
scripts apart. " * King CEdipus,* " he called. 
" ' CEdipus at Colonus,' * Antigone,' — " 

" Antigone ! " Lady Thyrza exclaimed. 
" Why, that is the very name Demetrius 
mentioned this morning. Who is Antigone, 
my lord?" 

" Antigone was a beautiful Theban maiden 
who gave the body of her rebellious brother 
burial in defiance of the command of her king 
and at the sacrifice of her own life. What did 
Demetrius tell you about her ? " 

" He said," Lady Thyrza answered, her 
voice lowered to a whisper, " he said that when 
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my father fell in the battle at Belgrade, I 
was too young to take the part of Antigone, 
so he acted for me. What did he mean ? " 

Instinctively Lord Byron looked at Kassam 
Pasha. The expression of the Turk's face did 
not change in the slightest. It was a flash of 
light to the Englishman, revealing the possi- 
bilities of oriental character. If such a ques- 
tion from Lady Thyrza*s lips did not move 
him, what emotion was he not capable of con- 
cealing ? His lip curled with contempt of his 
own credulity. He left his seat and took the 
place at Thyrza's side. If there was to be 
a battle, it should begin at once. 

He lifted Lady Thyrza's hand to his lips. 

" Does your ladyship elect to play Antig- 
one ? " he asked. 

" Oh, yes, my lord, if you think I can," she 
answered. 

" Mademoiselle ! " Kassam exclaimed hur- 
riedly, thrown off his guard by the suddenness 
of Byron's attack. " The part is too difficult. 
Indeed, I doubt if the artists of Dionysus 
will be able — " 

"You certainly do not expect Lady Thyrza 

Riga to play with the artists of Dionysus?" 

Byron asked coldly. " That is impossible. 

If she is to be the protagonist, we, you and 
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I, must be the deuteragonist and the tritagon- 
ist." He turned to Thyrza. "There were 
never more than three actors in a Greek play," 
he explained. " The principal actor, or star, 
as one might say in England, was called by 
the Greeks protagonist, the second the deuter- 
agonist, and the third the tritagonist. These 
three, making use of various masks, imper- 
sonated all the characters. Which part will 
you take, Kassam Pasha, the second or the 
third?" 

The Turk shrugged his shoulders. He 
had regained his equanimity. 

" The part your lordship considers best 
suited to my lack of talent," he answered, 
with perfect good humor. 

" As I am the smaller," Byron said, " I 
think I had better take the parts of Ismene 
and of Haemon." 

" Ah, mademoiselle," exclaimed Kassam, 
laughing. " His lordship is determined to 
force me into your black books. He has left 
me only the character of Creon, the tyrannical 
king of Thebes. Me a tyrant ! I have done 
everything to protect you from this disagree- 
able task." 

" Not disagreeable, pasha," she replied, 
smiling, " nor a task, when I can study from 
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such beautiful manuscripts. Are they not 
rarely beautiful, my lord ? " 

"They are beautiful and priceless, made- 
moiselle. They have a history, Kassam ? " 

"Yes, my lord, dating back to Lycurgus. 
That, as your lordship doubtless knows, was 
the age of the great Athenian actors, or hypo- 
crites, as they were then called. The principal 
actors filled a more important place than the 
tragic poets themselves, and their different 
interpretations of the old tragedies excited 
more interest than the feeble productions of 
the contemporary dramatists. Often they 
were tempted to tamper with the old plays 
to such an extent that Lycurgus had a new 
law enacted to put a stop to it. By this law, 
public copies of the works of -^schylus, 
Sophocles, and Euripides were made and de- 
posited in the state archives; and actors in 
their performance were not allowed to deviate 
from them. These copies were afterwards bor- 
rowed by Ptolemy the Third from the Atheni- 
ans. He wished to have transcripts made of 
them, and promised their return, depositing 
fifteen talents as security. The transcripts 
were made in the best possible manner, but 
Ptolemy decided to keep the originals himself, 
and the Athenians had to console themselves 
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with his transcripts and his fifteen talents. 
Those are the transcripts, my lord." 

" Excellency," said a servant who had en- 
tered during Kassam Pasha's recital, "his 
highness has returned from the city and asks 
you to come to his study for a few minutes' 
private conversation on important business." 

As the young Turk rose to obey the sum- 
mons from the supreme dragoman he said to 
Byron : 

" Assign me any part you please, my lord. 
I shall follow Mademoiselle Thyrza's example 
and try to prove myself a dutiful pupil." 

Byron's suspicions were completely dis- 
pelled. Kassam's easy good humor convinced 
him of the correctness of his former belief. 
Monsieur Debray had made one mistake; 
Kassam was not in love with Thyrza. To- 
morrow he would consult him and ask him to 
intercede with Prince Maroozi in his behalf. 

When the Turk entered the study of Prince 
Maroozi, he closed the door carefully and shot 
the bolts. His highness straightened up in 
his place on the divan, Kassam crossed the 
room and stood over him. 

"I came to you," he said, — and his words 
to the ears of the Greek had the distinct sound 
of shot falling on a sheet of metal, — " to give 
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you the last news from Constantinople. The 
private secretary of the supreme dragoman has 
escaped from the empire with Yildiz-Sultana." 

" Monsieur Debray ! " exclaimed Maroozi, 
speaking under his breath. " Monsieur De- 
bray ! " 

"Yes, Monsieur Andrea Debray, that very 
harmless young gentleman about whom you 
spoke to me a few days ago," the Turk sneered. 
His face was livid and his eyes burned like 
coals. " I congratulate you. Your power of 
discernment is marvellous. This harmless 
young man was none other than the spy of 
the emperor of France. A copy of every 
public paper that passed through your hands 
as grammaticos of the grand vizier and as the 
supreme dragoman of the Porte, has been for- 
warded to Napoleon. Now, when the young 
man is called home to be rewarded for his 
labors, he takes with him the most beautiful 
princess in the empire." He laughed. " I 
congratulate you. The padishah will doubtless 
find a suitable reward for such a faithful servant 
as you have proved yourself to be." 

The Greek was a shrivelled old man with 
shaking limbs. 

" It is not my fault. I knew nothing of it." 

" That 's just it ; you knew nothing of it," 
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Kassam laughed. "You, who have an in- 
herited talent for intrigue, who can read the 
mind of a sphinx ! " 

"We all have our failures. I have suc- 
ceeded in every other undertaking." 

" You have ? " The Turk went back to his 
stand by the side of the divan. " I will de- 
scribe your latest success. Following your 
plan, I made a two days' trip into the country, 
overtook his excellency, and persuaded him to 
return with me. I delivered the governor's 
message, worded by you, to Lady Thyrza. 
With what result ? She accepted the condition, 
and now, under the tutelage of Lord Byron, is 
preparing to produce the play. What play ? " 
He bent over the Greek. " What play do you 
suppose she has elected to take?" His laugh 
brought strange sounds to the mind of Prince 
Maroozi, sounds like the echo of his sister's 
voice singing the Greek war song. "Antigone! 
She chose Antigone. Byron is to be the lover 
who defends her and dies for her sake ; I the 
Theban tyrant, forbidding burial to her dead." 

"She must change," Maroozi whispered. 
"She shall change." 

The Turk turned on him fiercely. 

" Change ! Change ! It is you who shall 
change. I have obeyed you ; you who could 
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lay mines and foretell how and when they 
would explode ! You shall obey me, do my 
bidding ! I say that neither that play nor any 
other shall be produced. You said this bubble 
of revolution would be pricked the first night 
of the festival. I say it shall be done within 
twenty-four hours." 

He took a turn across the room. Maroozi 
followed him with his eyes, his sister's voice 
singing in his ears. 

" Every man in Greece is travelling towards 
Athens. Do you think that I shall wait for 
them to get here, and slip my head into their 
noose? Lord Byron is Thyrza's accepted 
lover. Two days more, and he will follow the 
example of your harmless young friend and 
snatch my wife from my very arms. I give 
you twenty-four hours. If to-morrow night 
passes without Demetrius and his gang being 
captured and Lord Byron trapped, at day- 
light the letters you wrote my father, plot- 
ting against the life of Prince Mahmud, go to 
Constantinople by the messenger who brought 
me the news of Debray's flight." 

He drew the bolts of the door and left the 
room without further salutation. 

When he returned to the reception room, 
Byron was reading Antigone's reply to Creon. 
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Thyrza bent towards him eagerly, hanging on 
every word, his free hand clasped tightly 
between her own. 
Lord Byron read : 

" * Death will come, — I know it, — 

Without thine edict; — if before the time, 
I count it gain. Who does not gain by death. 
That lives, as I do, amid boundless woe ? 
Slight is the sorrow of such a doom to me. 
But had I suffered my own mother's child. 
Fallen in blood, to be without a grave. 
That were indeed a sorrow. This is none ! 
And if thou deemst me foolish for my deed 
I am foolish in the judgment of a fool.' " 

Kassam interrupted him. 

"As your lordship is without attendants," 
he said, " I think it will be best for you to re- 
turn to Athens with me. It is not safe for you 
to make the trip alone, and I shall be more 
than grateful for your company." 

An hour later, when they separated at the 
gate of the Franciscan convent where Lord 
Byron was staying, the Turk extended his 
hand and said cordially: 

" I will speak to Prince Maroozi to-morrow. 
Nothing will give me more pleasure than to 
serve your lordship and Mademoiselle Thyrza." 

He went to the citadel on the Acropolis 
and, after a short conference with the com- 
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mander of the Turkish garrison, spent the 
night tramping back and forth through his 
lodgings. The Greek sat on the divan in his 
study, staring in front of him and now and 
then muttering and rubbing his hands together, 
as though to keep them warm. Lady Thyrza 
lay in her chamber smiling in her sleep, dream- 
ing — Ah, what does a girl dream about on 
the happiest night of her life ? Few of us can 
answer, for the dream passes, swept away by 
memories bitter and more sweet. The sweeter 
memories are the caresses of baby fingers ; the 
bitter are those of neglect. 

Byron sat at his window in the Franciscan 
convent gazing up into the starlight skies. 
His eyes softened and became more luminous, 
and he whispered: 

** She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 

And all that 's best of dark and bright 
Meets in her aspect and her eyes : 

Thus mellow* d to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

*' One shade the more, one ray the less. 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tress. 
Or softly lightens o'er her face ; 
Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place. 
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** And on that cheek, and o'er that brow. 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent. 
The smiles that win, the dnts that glow. 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 
A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent! " 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE ORIGIN OF A BLOOD STAIN 

THE next morning, when Lord Byron 
entered the long reception room of the 
Riga villa, Lady Thyrza stood before 
the window, staring out towards the Acropolis. 

" Thyrza," he called joyfully, as he caught 
sight of her. She turned towards him, and 
her face was as white and worn as a woman's 
at eighty. He stood still ; then ran to her. 
" Thyrza ! Thyrza ! " he cried. " They have 
told you ! They have told you ! " 

"Yes, Demetrius told me," she answered, 
and her voice was as weary as her face. 

Byron clenched his hands. " The scoundrel ! 
The coward ! I will strangle the life out of 
his cowardly throat!" 

She placed her hand on his arm restraining! y. 

" No, my lord, no. It is right that I should 
be told. Think of my quarrelling with Deme- 
trius yesterday and my defence of Kassam 
Pasha ! Why, they even taught me to admire 
Kassam's father ! Why did n't my own heart 
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warn me ? It was kind of Demetrius to tell 
me. Oh, it is horrible ! " She shuddered, 
and covered her face with her hands. 

He took her in his arms. " Demetrius had 
no right to make you suffer. He allowed you 
to grow up in ignorance. Why could he not 
have held his tongue a few days longer ? You 
will become my wife, go with me to England, 
and never think or dream of these cut-throats." 

She drew away from him. " I must not, my 
lord. I must not," she^repeated. 

"Must not what? Must not forget these 
cut-throats ? " 

She turned her head away. " I must not 
marry you, my lord," she whispered hoarsely. 

He uttered a sharp cry like an animal in 
pain, and seized her roughly by the arm. 

" What do you mean ? " he asked. " What 
do you mean ? " 

She covered her face with her hands and 
tried to draw away from him. "Ah, don't 
you understand ? Can't you understand ? " 

" Yes, I understand. I understand that you 
love me. You told me so. I saw it in your 
eyes last night In spite of my deformity you 
love me. You wept because I was slow in 
coming. There is nothing else in the wide 
world that is worth understanding." 
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She wrenched herself free from his grasp, and 
going to the rug by the window lifted the end 
of it. 

" There, my lord, there ! " she cried, point- 
ing to the stain in the floor. " That is my 
mother's blood, my mother's blood ! I let 
him kiss my hand ! The Turk ! The son 
of my father's and my mother's murderer ! I 
let him kiss my hand. I could burn it oflF. 
The stain is always there. It will never leave. 
The stain of his kiss ! My mother's and my 
father's blood ! " She sank down on her knees, 
rubbing her hand as though the blood stain on 
the floor were really transferred to it. 

Lord Byron lifted the end of the carpet 
and gently laid it in place, covering the stain. 
Then, raising her in his arms as he had done in 
the imperial harem at Stamboul, he carried her 
across the room and placed her on the divan. 

" Yes, it is your mother's blood," he agreed. 
" Debray told me all about it the day I first 
saw you. She was a brave and beautiful lady, 
and acted as you would do if I — if I were 
taken from you, as your father was taken from 
her." He sank down on his knees at her 
side and drew her arms about him. " Kassam 
kissed your hand, but that was long before you 
knew. Now my kisses have wiped his oflF." 
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He pressed her hands passionately to his lips. 
" They are my hands. They belong to me. 
There are no blood stains on them ; my lips 
have wiped off Kassam's kiss long ago." He 
drew her face down to his. " You are going 
to be my wife and return with me to England 
and forget all this horrible story. We will live 
in Newstead You said you wanted to live at 
Newstead; that it was the dearest spot in the 
world. We will go there, and we will be 
happy, so happy that the angels looking down 
from Heaven will envy us. You will — " 

" Don't ! Stop, for God's sake ! " 

She was standing up with both hands over 
her ears. He broke off, his face almost as 
white as her own. 

" Damn him ! Damn them all ! " he said 
under his breath. 

She crossed the room and stood looking out 
of the window, as she had a little while before. 
He took his seat, and, leaning against a table, 
covered his face with his hands. After a long 
silence she came back slowly, and stopped at 
his side. 

" I want to tell you, I want to tell you 
why — " 

" Yes ? " without moving. 

"The last words of my mother, spoken 
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over me as a senseless babe. You should not 
feel — " 

" It is not that," he said. " It is the knowl- 
edge that you do not love me, as I believed 
you did. I was a fool ever to think you could. 
It is not natural that you should. How 
could you? Me, — with my misshapen feet, 
my halting gait, at whom the children — " 

The slender white hand on his knee clenched 
itself convulsively. She could see the vein on 
his temple beating with sharp, quick stroke. 
She knelt down at his side and laid a gentle 
hand on his arm. 

" Don't," she implored. " Don't ! " 

He stared at her hand doubtfully, shook his 
head, and went on. 

" At whom the children in the streets laugh, 
and the women turn away their eyes. I had 
no hope of winning your love, only your en- 
durance. Debray told me you were not 
happy; you longed to leave Turkey, to get 
away from the harem. I believed that if I 
took you to England, gave you position, let 
you travel, devoted my life to your happiness, 
you would endure my love, and in time, 
perhaps, learn to think of me with tenderness. 
Last night, when I found you waiting for me, 
weeping because I had been kept from coming 
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to you, and when you told me that you loved 
me, loved me in spite of my. deformity and 
always would, I was as a man born blind who 
sees for the first time. I was a fool to believe 
it, but I was mad with joy. I did not sleep, 
but sat at my window, thinking of you and 
longing for the hour when you had said I 
could come back." 

He stopped, his head sinking lower. 

She crept nearer, and, taking the hand from 
his knee, she covered it with kisses. 

He stared down at her. " Why did you do 
that ? " he asked fiercely. 

She looked up at him, her eyes streaming 
with tears. " Why, my lord ? Why ? " 

He stooped down and gathered her into his 
arms. "Thyrza! Thyrza!" he cried. "I 
would go down to hell for you. To give you 
pleasure, to make you think of me kindly, 
there is nothing I would not endure. Come 
away with me! Come away with me!" 

She clung to him, sobbing softly like a tired 
child. 

He began to pet her, stroking her hair, 
kissing her cheek and pressing her closer 
against his heart. Gradually her sobs became 
more subdued, and finally, with a long quiver- 
ing sigh, stopped. 
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" You do love me ? " Byron asked. " I was 
not wholly deceived ? " 

" More than I can ever tell you, my lord ! 
More than you will ever know ! " 

" Then why did you tease me ? " 

She lifted her head from his shoulder. 
" Indeed, indeed, my lord, it was you who 
teased yourself," she answered earnestly. " I 
was in sore trouble, thinking of my mother's 
pitiable fate, when you began to talk to me of 
happiness and to describe our life at Newstead. 
It was as though my mother's face looked 
down at me from Heaven, her eyes filled with 
tears, grieving that I could so soon forget. 
She made Demetrius take an oath over me as 
a senseless babe and swear to tell me of my 
father, and to raise me a Greek patriot. And 
now, — now, — " she whispered. 

Her head dropped back on his shoulder and 
she clung about his neck. 

" I feel that I must do what they wish." 

" Who are ' they ' ? " he asked. 

" Demetrius and my father's followers." 

" Your father's followers ! " he exclaimed. 
"The men who fought to liberate Greece?" 

"Yes, my lord, all these years they have 
been kept together by Demetrius. He prom- 
ised then that I should return to them, faithful 
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to the Greek cause, ready to take up my 
father's work. Now they are collecting from 
every quarter of Greece, on pretext of coming 
to the festival. They had planned to have a 
meeting the night after the play, but this 
morning Nicolo warned Demetrius that Kassam 
and my uncle had got an inkling of their plan 
and had advised the governor to take steps to 
prevent them. So they have decided to fore- 
stall them by meeting to-night." 

" Do they wish you to meet with them ? " 

" Yes, my lord. I am to go with Demetrius, 
disguised as a Greek boy." 

Byron laughed. Now that he was sure of her 
love, it seemed impossible that everything else in 
the world should not turn out just as he wished. 

"In that case, Demetrius will have two 
Greek boys," he told her. 

She looked at him in surprise. 

" What do you mean, my lord, — that you 
will go with us ? " 

" You don't understand," he replied, strok- 
ing her cheek fondly. " You don't understand 
how precious you are to me. I couldn't let 
you attend a meeting of that sort alone." 

" But they only allow members of the 
society, those who have sworn to devote their 
lives to the freeing of Greece." 
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" Well, I will take their oath. If you wish 
to free Greece, I will devote my life to it." 

She regarded him thoughtfully. Finally she 
said : 

"That would not be right, my lord. A 
wife should give up her life to her husband, 
not a husband to his wife. I cannot spoil 
your life — " 

He had taken her hand and was stroking it 
with the tips of his fingers. 

" Spoil my life ! There is but one thing 
that can spoil my life, — separating me from 
you. For your love and to keep you by my 
side, Thyrza, I would gladly give up home, 
country, ambition — " 

She laid her hand gently on his arm. 

" Hush, my lord, that is my part. Your 
home shall be my home, your country my 
country. What is my strength to your 
strength, my intellect to your intellect, my 
ambition to your ambition? Your field of en- 
deavor is the world, my lord ; mine is your 
heart, making your home happy, doing your 
will." 

" Yet you will not call me Byron," he whis- 
pered, kissing her. 

" You are my lord ; it is very sweet for me 
to call you so, but if you wish me to change — " 
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" Change ! " There was absolute terror in 
his voice. "That is what I pray against. 
Let anything else happen, any other misfortune 
come to me, only keep you unchanged. I will 
ask your uncle to-day, and — " 

"To-day, my lord? You have forgotten 
our promise to Demetrius. We must wait 
until after the play." 

" The play ! Why, are we to have the 
play?" 

She laughed merrily. 

" What an impulsive child you are ! You 
had forgotten that you and I are not the only 
people in the world. Of course Athens must 
use its new theatre, and we are to act in the 
tragedy. I will get the manuscript." 

She started up from her seat. He stopped 
her. 

" Where are you going ? " he asked. 

" To get the manuscript for you to teach me 
my part." 

" Let a servant bring it. I won't have you 
leave me a minute more than I can help. 
The day after the play we shall be married, 
whether your uncle wishes it or not; then I 
will not let you out of my sight." 

When the manuscript was brought in they 
went but on the terrace, and Byron spent the 
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rest of the day teaching her the part of Antig- 
one, while Prince Maroozi and Kassam re- 
mained in the city, consulting with the 
governor and maturing their plans. 

Early in the morning when they met the 
Turk had asked : 

" What have you decided ? " 

" Your plan is the best, decidedly the best," 
the Greek replied with his usual composure. 
He had n't slept a wink the night before, but 
he had regained his self-command. " Nicolo 
has acted as my agent," he went on. " Nicolo 
is a wonderful boy. We must really think of 
some suitable reward for his services. He 
went last night after your departure and told 
Demetrius that their plot had been discovered ; 
that you and I had advised his excellency of 
their intended meeting on the night of the play, 
had prevailed on him to return to Athens. 
Nicolo very wisely persuaded Demetrius to have 
the meeting to-night, to forestall any action the 
governor might see fit to take, any decree he 
might issue. The boy really must be rewarded. 
His services would be of the greatest value to 
the padishah." 

" How would the private secretaryship of 
the supreme dragoman do ? " the Turk asked 
significantly. 
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"Yes, I wished to consult you about that 
matter. Surely you don't think the grand 
vizier will connect me with the treachery of 
Debray?" Prince Maroozi's voice and man- 
ner were natural and persuasive, but there was 
a slight nervous twitching of the lips and a shift- 
ing of the eyes that did not escape Kassam. 

" I have written to the grand vizier," he 
answered. "If this meeting to-night turns out 
as you predict, the day that Thyrza becomes 
my wife you can return to Constantinople and 
resume your office." 

The supreme dragoman rubbed his hands 
together and smiled pleasantly. 

" My niece has always been a most dutiful 
child," he said. " I have every wish to see 
her the wife of the most brilliant young diplo- 
mat in the empire. I am sure there — " 

Kassam cut him short. 

" We spoke about the theatre last night," he 
remarked. " You need not concern yourself 
about that ; I have arranged to have it burned." 



1 80 



CHAPTER XII 

THE TWO SPIDERS CATCH THE FLIES 

IT was past midnight when Lady Thyrza, 
accompanied by Lord Byron and Deme- 
trius, arrived at the Olympieum. More 
than one hundred sworn patriots awaited them, 
and as many more applicants were eager to 
take the oath. After Demetrius and Nicolo 
had enrolled the names and administered the 
oath to the new members, the business began. 

For nearly two hours Lord Byron sat with 
Lady Thyrza's hand clasped tightly in his own, 
a silent spectator, listening to the wrangle over 
their plans and the object. He gazed about 
him, his eyes taking in every feature of the 
scene, his mind busy with thoughts of the 
present and the past. 

The solitary grandeur of the marble ruins 
of the temple of Olympian Zeus is more strik- 
ing than any other object in Athens. Of the 
original one hundred and twenty-four fluted 
Corinthian columns only thirteen remain. 
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They stand on a flat paved area, about a furlong 
from Athens and quite near the Ilissus. The 
field between is a rough cornfield, interrupted 
by sharp and dangerous ravines. Under the 
brilliant rays of the full moon every line and 
shadow was brought out sharply, as though 
done in black and white. 

Byron's eyes rested on the ridge of moun- 
tains teeming with legends of a glorious past, 
now deserted, and scarred by crumbling ruins; 
the plain, every inch of which had been pressed 
by the feet of heroes, now become a poorly 
cultivated field, spotted with heaps of rubbish 
and overgrown by wild thorns ; the city, once 
the most splendid in the world, now a village 
of pitiful hovels ; the river, ah, even the Ilis- 
sus, shrunken to an insignificant brook ! and a 
handful of peasants about him, disputing over 
their plans to free Greece and restore Athens 
to her former splendor. It was as though 
the foxes of the mountains had come out, and, 
sitting in the moonlight, declared their inten- 
tion to rebuild the mighty temple under the 
shadow of wnose ruins he sat. If it had not 
been so pitiful, so full of the pathos of a strug- 
gle after the unattainable, he would have 
laughed. He pressed the hand of the girl at 
his side ; she represented to him all that was left 
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of ancient Athens, the beautiful, the brilliant, 
the unsurpassed. 

After an impassioned appeal from Nicolo 
urging an immediate uprising, Byron was. 
asked to give his opinion. 

He rose and looked down on the upturned 
faces about him. Were these the sons of the 
heroes of Greece ? It seemed frightfully pa- 
thetic. 

" My friends," he said, " you know from 
Demetrius ZagrafFo the reason for my presence 
among you, and my ardent wish for the freedom 
of Greece. All of you who have spoken have 
urged an uprising for to-morrow, next week, 
next month ; and one next year. Have you 
considered that you have less than a thousand 
stand of small arms and only a handful of am- 
munition ; no cannon, no ships, no food, and 
no money ? With these few guns, and per- 
haps a dozen rounds of ammunition, you pro- 
pose to attack and defeat the va,st forces which 
the sultan of Turkey can send against you ; to 
put your wives and children at the mercy of 
the janizaries — your own sons given in in- 
fancy as tribute to the Turks, and now your 
most merciless enemies, the most ferocious and 
unconquerable troops in the world ? " 

Byron stopped. Nicolo sprang to his feet. 
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" Brothers," Nicolo cried. " His lordship 
does not understand a Greek's ardent love of 
freedom. He is our friend, but he is an Eng- 
lishman and has not seen a test of the Greek 
courage. He advises us to give up our — " 

Byron turned on him sharply. He had 
no suspicion of the boy's loyalty; he only 
doubted his judgment. 

" When did you ever hear of an English- 
man advising to give up the fight for free- 
dom ? " he demanded. Then he turned back 
to the listeners. " I do not advise you to 
give up," he said. " On the contrary I urge 
and implore you, as you value your manhood, 
the honor of your wives and daughters, the 
future of your children yet unborn, to remain 
steadfast. I advise you to follow the counsels 
of the old man, who told you to work and 
wait. You are in no condition to meet the 
armies and navies which the Turks will bring 
against you. Wait a year, wait two, perhaps 
longer ; get food, get money, secure the influ- 
ence of other nations ; do all in your power to 
make yourselves the equal of the army that will 
be brought against you ; let each man exert him- 
self to his utmost. I will return to England, 
sell my property, buy arms and ships, and use 
all my influence with the government — " 
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" Lord Byron," said a quiet, apologetic 
voice, " I am extremely sorry to interrupt your 
lordship's eloquence." 

Kassam Pasha, in the full blaze of a general of 
the Turkish army, was standing among them. 

The Greeks sat as if they had been turned 
to stone, then a movement and a sound like 
the rustle of a breeze in a field of corn ran 
through the crowd. 

" Have a care ! " Kassam cried. " Stir out 
of your places at your peril ! " 

He swept his arm out, pointing beyond the 
paved area. 

Every man understood at a glance. The 
place was surrounded by a solid line of Turk- 
ish soldiers, ten deep, and the front line held 
guns ready to fire. 

" Greeks," he said, " you all know the 
penalty for plotting against the government of 
the sultan of Turkey. I give you your choice ; 
will you rise one by one in answer to the roll 
call of your society to be shot, or will you re- 
main in your places and all go together ? " 

" Kassam Pasha," Lord Byron cried. 

" Wait, Lord Byron. You are not a Greek," 
the Turk interrupted. 

Lady Thyrza had risen and stood beside 
Byron, her hand clasped firmly in his. 
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Kassam turned back to the Greeks. 

" Ah, I see you have decided ; you wish to 
go together." 

There was not a move nor a sound; then 
Nicolo began to sob. 

" My poor old mother ! Who will care for 
my poor mother ? " the boy wailed. " My old 
mother will starve, will — " 

Demetrius threw out his hand, and,"striking 
him with the back of it, sent him reeling to 
the ground. 

" Suleiman Ferik," Kassam spoke to the 
officer in charge of the soldiers, " select three 
of your best marksmen, and have them keep 
their guns on Demetrius ZagrafFo." 

" Yes, keep your guns on me," the Greek 
snarled in fierce defiance. "You have kept 
them on me since I was born into the world. 
What good has it done ? When your father 
murdered my master and forbade him burial, 
I buried him. When he hastened back to 
Athens to seize his wife and child, I was before 
him. I, Demetrius ZagrafFo, in spite of your 
Turkish guns, preserved my master's honor 
and his name." 

He sprang to his feet. 

" Shoot, shoot ! My lady is safe, the affi- 
anced wife of an English gentleman. She no 
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longer needs my protection. Shoot, shoot! 
I will not live another day beneath your ac- 
cursed rule." 

With a wild scream Lady Thyrza sprang 
from Byron's side, and, running forward, threw 
her arms about the Greek. 

General Kassam Pasha's uplifted hand mo- 
tioned to one side. 

" Take Demetrius* son, that boy there ! 
He shall suffer for his father." 

Before the command fully left his lips, there 
was a roar of fire-arms and the young Greek, 
who had sat at the base of the column, swayed 
and fell against his companion. 

The smoke cleared away and the moonlight 
shone full on the face of the dead boy. For a 
moment there was a frozen silence. 

Demetrius waved his hand, a slight gesture 
of adieu. 

" It is well, my son," he said. " I could not 
have wished you a nobler fate than a hero's 
death, when just budding into manhood." He 
turned towards Kassam. " I have yet another 
son ; if you will do him a like kindness, I will 
bless you. Pericles, my son," he called, " stand 
up and — " 

" No, no ! " Lady Thyrza cried, imploring 
Kassam. " If any more are to die, kill me. 
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It was for my sake ; they came here to see me, 
my father's daughter. I am — " 

Lord Byron covered her supplicating hands 
with both his own and stepped between her 
and the Turk. 

" General Kassam Pasha," he said, " Lady 
Thyrza Riga is my betrothed wife ; I am here 
to answer for her. What do you wish ? " 

" Ah, my lord, if you had spoken only a 
moment earlier, it would have spared an inno- 
cent young life ! " Kassam motioned towards 
the body of the young Greek, his tone and 
manner expressing sincere regret. " I came 
here in the place of his excellency, hoping to 
prevent bloodshed, and, in some slight degree, 
to make amends to Mademoiselle Thyrza for 
the great wrong done her parents by my father. 
His excellency has been so tormented by the 
machinations of these plotters, that he com- 
manded them to be shot the instant they were 
taken ; it took all the influence and the argu- 
ments that I could advance to prevail on him 
to change, to allow me to offer any terms. If 
Prince Maroozi had only been in Athens — " 

" Prince Maroozi not in Athens ! " Byron 
exclaimed. 

" He sailed this morning with the French 
and English consuls for Enos." He glanced 
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apologetically at Lady Thyrza. " He was 
summoned to Adrianople to confer with the 
grand vizier, and, learning that Monsieur 
Fauvel and his English colleague were leaving 
for Enos, he hastened to follow and overtake 
them. He sent you a message, mademoiselle, 
but his excellency, having been informed of 
your connection with these plotters, forbade 
the messenger to leave the city. Indeed, I 
am under surveillance myself," he added, with 
a ghost of a smile. " His excellency was so 
afraid you would in some way get an idea of 
his intention that he would not allow any one 
to approach the villa." 

On learning of the absence of the two con- 
suls. Lord Byron for the first time considered 
the seriousness of his position. His face 
became more thoughtful. He drew Lady 
Thyrza's hand more securely under his arm 
and kept his eyes fastened on the Turk, though 
he was entirely unconscious of the meaning of 
his last remark. When his lips stopped 
moving, Byron asked : 

" What are your terms ? " 

Kassam hesitated. He glanced at Lady 
Thyrza, then back to Byron. 

" The lives of these men," — he indicated 
the listening Greeks by a wave of the hand, — 
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"are to be spared — " He hesitated, then 
stopped, looking at Thyrza. 

" Well ? " Byron asked impatiently. 

" His excellency named two conditions. 
One is that your lordship shall quit the Turk- 
ish empire to-morrow at sunrise for at least 
four years, giving your word of honor not to 
communicate with, nor send assistance of any 
kind whatsoever to, those who are intriguing 
against the government of the sultan of 
Turkey." He broke off sharply, then added 
with decision, "That is the only condition I 
care to name. The other could never be con- 
sidered." 

Byron smiled. 

" I am quite willing to agree to his excel- 
lency's terms," he said. " Nothing will suit 
me better than to leave the empire of the most 
glorious padishah for four, or fifty-four years, 
and the sooner the better." He turned 
towards the Greeks. " My friends, your lives 
are perfectly safe ; I will go." 

Kassam looked at him with an intent, ques- 
tioning gaze. 

" You are to go alone. Lord Byron." 

Byron's eyes opened with surprise. " What 
do you mean, without my servants ? " 

The Turk's gaze rested on Lady Thyrza. 
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" Lady Thyrza Riga is my betrothed wife ! 
She goes with me." 

" His excellency insists that she shall remain 
a hostage in Athens." 

" I will see his excellency in hell first ! " 
Byron exclaimed passionately. " I will never 
leave Greece without her." 

" I am afraid, in that case, that your lord- 
ship will be doing just what his excellency 
would prefer. You will enable him to carry 
out exactly the plan he had formed before I 
interfered." 

"What would he do?" 

" Shoot every Greek I have captured to- 
night, and to-morrow at sunrise send your 
lordship and Mademoiselle Thyrza prisoners 
to Constantinople." 

"There was another condition, my lord. 
He said that there was another condition," 
Lady Thyrza whispered to Byron. 

Kassam started and turned perceptibly 
paler. 

" It is too horrible to name, mademoiselle. 
It could never be considered." 

" But we should know," Lady Thyrza 
persisted. 

" What is his excellency's second condition, 
Kassam Pasha ? " Byron demanded. 
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" His excellency knows that the leaders of 
the present plot are the old followers of Count 
Riga," the Turk began, speaking slowly. "He 
believes that love for the daughter of their old 
leader has aroused them afresh. He proposes 
— his second condition is, that, to save the 
lives of the followers of her father, mademoi- 
selle shall be sacrificed." 

For the shortest space it seemed that the 
world had stopped breathing. Then with the 
scream of a madman Lord Byron sprang 
towards Kassam Pasha, his dagger in his hand. 

" My lord, my lord ! " implored Lady 
Thyrza, her arms around him. 

He dropped his arm and his dagger fell to 
the ground. He stared at her upturned face, 
then began to stroke the hair back from her 
forehead. 

" What was he talking about ? " he asked. 

" Nothing, my lord, absolutely nothing," 
she answered. Then she took his' arm, and 
turned his face to the path by which they 
had come. "We will go back to the Hill 
of the Muses, and wait until sunrise," she 
said. 

When they entered the long reception room 
of the Riga villa, Byron turned to Kassam 
Pasha. 
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" If I leave at sunrise, what is to become of 
those men ? " he asked. 

" They will be liberated, allowed to go where 
they please outside of Greece, not to return 
for four years. The conditions imposed on 
them are the same as upon you, my lord." 

"If they break their oath and return ? " 

The Turk looked away as he replied : 

" Mademoiselle Thyrza is held as their 
hostage. Lord Byron." 

Then she led him out on the terrace, to the 
corner where they had sat the night before. 
She took her seat on the stone bench and drew 
him down by her side. She was the stronger 
now, much the stronger; she even tried to 
smile. 

The moon was low in the heavens and she 
turned her eyes to the opposite horizon. 

" Don't," he whispered. " Don't ! " 

She drew his arms around her and laid her 
head on his breast. It was the one spot where 
in all her life she had felt safe and found perfect 
content. He touched her cheek and stroked 
her soft black hair. She lifted his fingers to 
her lips and kissed them. He clasped her in 
his arms, straining her fiercely to his breast. 

" I cannot leave you, Thyrza ! You love 
me ; I will not go." 
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The perspiration stood in cold drops on his 
forehead. She began to stroke back his hair, 
gently, very gently ; then she pressed her lips 
to his throat, his cheek. 

" I can't," he said, with a great choking sob. 
" I can't. Why will you ask me ? " 

She lay very still in his arms, almost as if 
she had stopped breathing. Then she tried 
to rise. 

"My lord," she said. " I will go and tell 
Kassam Pasha he must shoot me." 

With a groan of agony Byron sank down 
on his knees at her feet. He put his arms 
about her waist and hid his face against her 
shoulder. 

" They are not worthy of it, Thyrza. Why 
should we sacrifice our happiness for them ? 
They are but a handful of ignorant peasants, 
dirty beggars. They are not worth a moment 
of your thoughts. Why will you — why will 
you ? No, I cannot leave you." 

He lifted his head and kissed her passionately. 

" Come away with me. I will take you as 
Demetrius did. We will hide in the moun- 
tains and escape the Turks. Come with me 
and leave these beggars to their fate." 

She pressed her cheek against his head, her 
arms clinging around his shoulders. 
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" We must not do it," she whispered. " All 
our life long it would stand between us, two 
hundred hearts betrayed to their deaths, and 
the cries of their wives and little children." 

He looked up at her and she smiled back 
at him. 

" Oh, Thyrza, you can smile ! You don't 
care ! You don't care ! " 

" Care ! If I thought we would not see 
each other at the end of four years and spend 
the remainder of our lives together, my lord, it 
would be kindness for you to let them shoot 
me now." 

She kept her arm firmly about him, passing 
her fingers caressingly over every feature of 
his face. It was like the movement of a blind 
mother, trying to stamp indelibly on her 
memory the features of a beloved child. 

The moon disappeared below the horizon, 
the stars faded away, the chill which precedes 
the dawn pervaded the air. 

Byron shivered and turned his face on her 
bosom. She drew him closer and covered his 
throat and shoulders with her scarf. 

Her fingers went back to their gentle caresses. 
She touched his head, pressed the soft auburn 
curls into place. It was as though she took 
account of the very hairs of his head. 
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A red line shot across the horizon ; a golden 
glow touched the hilltops. 

She bent down and touched his ear with her 
lips. 

" My lord," she whispered, " it is sunrise. 
Kassam Pasha is here!" 
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CHAPTER XIII 

A FORGED LETTER 

IADY THYRZA'S persistent refusal to 
marry Kassam Pasha did not make 
-^ him either harsh or neglectful of her. 
Warned by her mother's death, he determined 
to win her love by patience and kindness. He 
surrounded her with his own servants, and at 
his suggestion the supreme dragoman trans- 
ferred his household to his palace on the site 
of the old Academy ; but beyond that he put no 
restraint on her, always conducting himself as 
any gentleman should towards the lady whose 
favor he was anxious to gain. 

Her uncle was by no means so considerate. 
He refused to believe in the pledge she had 
given Kassam, and was in terror for fear she 
would escape and the criminal letters held by 
the Turk be sent to Sultan Mahmud. As 
time passed and she remained firm in her re- 
fusal, he grew more and more severe. He 
threatened her with every punishment in his 
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power, and only fear of Kassam restrained him 
from executing his threats. Finally his oppor- 
tunity came. Kassam Pasha was summoned 
to Constantinople by the grand vizier. His 
shadow had hardly left the palace when 
Maroozi ordered Thyrza to the dungeon. It 
was to be a trial of her will against his, and he 
rubbed his hands with fierce satisfaction, sure 
of his success. The first week it was bread 
and water, the second irons, the third more 
irons and starvation. 

Then Kassam came back and his wrath 
knew no bounds. He swore to send the Greek 
at once a prisoner to Constantinople with the 
dreaded letters. Thyrza was but a weak 
shadow of herself, and, when he lifted her in 
his arms to carry her out of the dungeon, she 
forgot that he was a Turk, the son of her 
mother's and her father's murderer. She put 
her arms around his neck and begged him to 
forgive her uncle and allow her to go back to 
the villa on the Hill of the Muses. 

Once back in her old home, she asked him 
to carry her out to the corner of the terrace. 
To her he had become a kind, considerate 
brother, her natural protector. She allowed 
him to kiss her night and morning, to sit at 
her side and to hold her hand ; but, when she 
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grew strong again and he asked her to forget 
the past and marry him, she changed. 

" If I prove that Lord Byron has forgotten 
you and has married another ? " he pleaded. 

She laughed more merrily than he had heard 
her for months. 

"Yes, when you prove that, I will marry 
you gladly," she said. 

She put her hand to her bosom. He did n't 
understand that under it lay a precious letter 
and a love song. As one who fights and 
grows stronger, so was she. At the suggestion 
of faithlessness her love became more steadfast. 

That night when he bent down to kiss her, 
she drew away from him. It was not because 
she was less grateful for his protection or con- 
nected him with the fate of her parents, but 
because he had doubted her lover. That night 
she dreamed all the night through of Byron : 
they were back in the newly built theatre, on 
the terrace, in Newstead, in London, and 
always together and happy. 

When Eudocia came to arouse her in the 
morning, she found her laughing in her sleep. 

As she sat up on her couch and the old 
nurse knelt down to kiss her dainty bare feet, 
she laughed and pushed her off. 

" They don't do that in England," she told 
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her. "A nurse kisses the brow or cheek of 
the children she has reared. Neither do the 
English ladies kiss the hand of a man when 
they greet him, but when they have a lover, 
one who is very dear to them, they allow him 
to kiss their hands. It is time for you to 
learn English etiquette, Eudocia; kiss my 
cheek." 

As the woman gave the salute, Thyrza threw 
her arms around her neck and buried her head 
on her shoulder, laughing and crying by turns. 

"Oh, I 'm so happy, so happy ! " she whis- 
pered. " I dreamed of him all night. I shall 
get a letter to-day, I know I shall." 

When she went out on the terrace, she took 
her seat in the corner of the stone bench and 
gazed at the scene spread out before her. 
Every feature was dear to her, every ruin, 
every bare, scarred hilltop ; not because of 
their association with the history of her country, 
but because he had told her of their history. 

The bough of a pomegranate tree, swayed by 
the breeze, touched her head ; it was the same 
bough from which he had plucked a blossom 
for her hair. She pulled it down and pressed 
it against her cheek. Ah, when had she done 
that before ? Then it flashed on her that it 
was just three years to the day. A few days 
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more and it would be three years since he went 
away, — no, one year before his return. She 
touched the letter in her bosom. A year 
seems such a little time when one has waited 
three ! It seemed almost time for him to come. 
She knew how it would be; for days, perhaps 
weeks, she would see his ship in the harbor and 
answer his signal, and in the very hour his 
oath was up he would come ashore. She drew 
a deep breath and smiled in ecstasy ; then 
glanced down at the road leading from the city 
half expecting to see — 

Nicolo was approaching the villa. It was 
almost as if she had been expecting him, she 
had seen him so many times coming over the 
same road, bringing letters or flowers from 
Byron. 

When he came to the terrace, she forgot 
that it was more than two years since she had 
seen him and ran forward to meet him eagerly. 

" Nicolo ! '* she cried, speaking as a p :rson 
does who^^is sure of receiving the wished-for 
answer. " Have you brought me a letter ? " 

He stared at her. " My lady," he whis- 
pered, " have a care ! " 

It was like a slap in the face ; it made her 
remember. 

"You have broken your oath," she said, 
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drawing away from him. "Why have you 
come back ? " 

" It is General Kassam Pasha, my lady. He 
persuaded the governor to let me come back to 
see my old mother." He looked about him 
cautiously. " I did bring you a letter," he 
whispered. " I swore to the Turks not to tell 
you of Demetrius or any other of the brother- 
hood ; but I did not swear not to bring you 
my lord's letter." 

He slipped his hand into the bosom of his 
blouse and looked around again. She motioned 
him to a seat on the stone bench. As he sat 
down, his hand came out of his bosom and the 
next instant she was clasping something, the 
most precious of all her possessions, under 
the folds of her skirts. 

"I can only talk to you about my mother, my 
lady," he went on, " and occasionally give you 
the news about the city. My mother sends you 
her duty, and I am here to thank you for caring 
for her while I was away in the mountains." 

She smiled at him as at something far away. 
She was conscious of but one thing in the wide 
world, the letter in her hand. 

" If you will have your answer ready, I will 
send it oiF," he told her. Instantly her ex- 
pression changed. 
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" To-morrow ? '* she questioned. 

" No, this afternoon. My mother will want 
to send you some currants of her own picking, 
and I will take your letter then." 

When he had gone away she broke the seal 
and unfolded the sheet. 

"My Life: — " 

She clasped the letter to her bosom ; Kassam 
had dared to say that he could love, could think 
of, another ! 

Her answer was ready long before Nicolo 
came, and she waited for him impatiently ; 
br.t when he did come her humor seemed to 
change. As she looked into the boy's eyes, 
an intuitive fear took possession of her ; not a 
fear for herself, but for her lover. Her uncle 
had written him of her death, and for more 
than a year he had grieved for her as dead. 
Then one letter of the many she had sent 
reached him and he knew he had been de- 
ceived. It was doubly important fdr this 
letter to reach him, to assure him of her love, 
to tell him of her health, and that she was 
looking forward to his coming. 

"Nicolo," she said, "if they suspect — if 
you are not very sure of — " 

"Oh, yes, my lady," he hastened to say, 
" I am going to meet a friend from the coast ; 
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I know him as I do my own brother, and he 
will see it safely on its way. You need have 
no fear, my lady." 

She looked down at the letter and fingered 
it uncertainly. 

" I *11 swear to it, my lady, and take any 
oath you wish." 

She remembered what Demetrius had told 
her of her mother's last moments. 

" Will you swear by your hope of salvation ? " 
she asked. 

" Yes, my lady," he answered eagerly. 

When he had sworn, he kissed the picture, 
the same picture of the Virgin that Demetrius 
had kissed. 

Her fears were quieted ; surely no one could 
break so sacred an oath ; and she gave him her 
letter quite content. 

She sat on the terrace until late that evening, 
dreaming over her letter, and thinking of Byron 
in the far-oiF England to which in a few more 
months he would take her. She recalled all 
that he had told her of his home. Suddenly she 
remembered that his letter had mentioned the 
death of his mother, that strange, strange mother 
who could not love her only child because his 
feet — but she could not admit even to her 
own soul that he was not perfect. 
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As she nestled down among her pillows, the 
last thing before closing her eyes for the night, 
she felt a sudden irresistible desire to read her 
treasures. Eudocia had warned her against 
the danger of having them taken from her, 
but it had been weeks, months, since she had 
read her love song and the first letter which she 
had received ; she simply had to read them. 

She took the precious package from the rib- 
bon around her throat, and opened the folded 
sheets. She stared at them, then rubbed her 
eyes. She lifted the letter nearer the candle, 
then turned it over — 

She sprang from her couch. 

" Eudocia ! " she cried, " Eudocia, they have 
stolen my letter and my love song ! Oh, Eu- 
docia, Eudocia, when could they have done 
it ? " she wailed. 

" I do not know, my lady ; I do not know." 

The old woman put her hands over her face, 
sick with a deadly fear ; for she knew that she 
lied. 

At the same time Nicolo stood in the private 
study of the Prince Maroozi. 

The old Greek spread two letters out on 
the table before which Kassam Pasha sat, and, 
pointing to them with pride, asked : 
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^ You know Lady Thyrza's hand. Which 
did she write ? ** 

The Turk bent down and examined the two 
pages closely. He shook his head. 

" I do not know," he replied. " I can see 
no difference." 

Maroozi waved his hand towards Nicolo. 

" Did I not tell you that he is invaluable ? 
The padishah should see that he is provided 
for and is amply rewarded. He has need of 
just such talent." 

The Turk regarded the two men, the young 
and the old Greek, with their hard, cunning 
faces, the one wel kept and sleek, the other as 
dirty as a beggar. 

"If he wins his spurs in this enterprise, as 
you won yours in giving information about the 
plans of Count Riga," Kassam Pasha replied, 
" he will be made private secretary of the 
supreme dragoman of the Porte, and in time 
he may even rise to the office of his master." 
He turned to the young Greek quickly. 
" What do you think of that, Nicolo ? " 

" I '11 do it, your excellency," the boy re- 
plied readily. " I will promise to make his 
lordship believe anything that you wish. Does 
your excellency wish me to take the letter to- 
night.?" 
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Maroozi laughed, and before Kassam could 
reply he said : 

" First, you will destroy your tracks." He 
handed Nicolo the letter which, earlier in the 
evening, Lady Thyrza had made him swear to 
deliver safely to Lord Byron. "If you are 
to take lessons of me," the supreme dragoman 
continued, " that is the first thing to be learned. 
Burn that letter." 

Nicolo pressed the end of his lighted ciga- 
rette against the paper. After watching it burn, 
he dropped it on the floor. 

" No, no, my friend," Maroozi cried. " Take 
it up, break it to pieces, pulverize it in your 
hand ; then it will tell no tales. Ah," he 
added as Nicolo exhibited the black powder 
in the palm of his hand, " that is a lesson well 
learned ! Now, remember always to do the least 
detail of the least important case as carefully as 
if your life depended on it, and your fortune 
is secure." He turned to Kassam. " Do you 
wish him to take the letter to-night ? " 

The Turk made a sign of assent and con- 
tinued to smoke in silence. He felt a certain 
curious pleasure in watching these sons of such 
world-famous ancestry. 

Maroozi took two papers from his girdle. 

" His lordship's love song," he said in ex- 
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planation, as he selected the smaller of the two 
sheets. " His lordship has undoubted talent 
as a poet, — no mean rival, Kassam," 

" Where did you get it ? " the Turk asked. 

The supreme dragoman shrugged his shoul- 
ders. 

" Lady Thyrza's most precious treasure ! 
She wore it on a ribbon around her neck. It 
was — " 

The Turk sprang up from the divan. 

" You don't mean that you put your hands 
on her ? " he demanded. 

" Oh, no; Eudocia was kind enough to secure 
them for me. It was replaced by a paper of the 
exact size and appearance. Eudocia was very 
careful about that." 

He did not tell that they were the price paid by 
the old nurse for being allowed to take her young 
mistress a few swallows of wine and a morsel of 
food, while he was starving her into submission in 
the dungeon. That was a time to which, in the 
presence of the Turk, he never willingly referred. 

When he had folded the two papers together 
and sealed them, he handed them to Nicolo. 

" When you are in London," he said, " keep 
your eyes open. I may send you there for 
another purpose some day." 
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THE MERRY MONKS OF NEWSTEAD 

IN the spring of 1 812 the heart of England 
beat high. Napoleon had not yet set out 
for Moscow. Rumor was busy, guessing 
what his next move might be. An English 
army, standing on the defensive in Spain, was 
barely holding its own and calling in vain for 
recruits. What if the dreaded Bonaparte should 
turn against England's own shores? In every 
part of the country men were arming and drill- 
ing for that emergency. The nation was trem- 
bling for its safety. 

The poets, the men who are supposed to 
voice the heart-throbs of a nation, alone ap- 
peared unmoved. Southey, the laureate, con- 
tinued to expound Hindu mythology. Moore 
was writing love ballads. Campbell was singing 
the praises of" Gertrude of Wyoming" ; Rogers 
was basking in the fame of the "Pleasures 
of Memory " ; Coleridge was dreaming over 
" Christabel " ; while Scott, who stood at their 
head in public favor, was reciting the exploits 
of " William of Deloraine." 
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It was then that Byron came. 

The publication of the first canto of " Childe 
Harold" brought him such widespread and 
instantaneous fame that even now, a century 
after, the world wonders and asks, Why ? It 
was because he felt the century in which he 
was living, and his poem throbbed with the 
life of the people about him. It had fire and 
sinew and ardent directness of sincerity, and the 
people listened. Every state in Europe was 
shaken to its foundations. All eyes were 
turned towards Spain and men heeded the new 
poet because he told them of that country. He 
admired its scenic wonders, sympathized with 
its patriotic peasants, and worshipped its heroic 
women. His ardent battle-cry of freedom lifted 
his readers with irresistible power above the 
dark clouds of war that seemed shutting down 
about them. It was the very heart-throb of hero- 
ism, conscious of the worst, but undismayed. 

In the second canto he turned from the battle- 
fields of Spain and its mighty figure of war — 

*' With blood-red tresses deepening in the sun. 
And death-shot glowing in his fiery hands,** 

to " august Athena," and the " vanished hero's 
lofty mound." He described in vivid lan- 
guage the departed greatness of Greece and its 
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present degradation. To the public, in this 
time of terrible change when no man knew 
what to expect of Napoleon, it seemed a pro- 
found lesson. They interpreted it as indicat- 
ing his sympathy with themselves and rewarded 
him with enthusiastic applause. 

From the poem their attention turned to the 
poet. He was young, a lord, a man of genius 
who had just returned from two years' travel 
through the countries described in the Pilgrim- 
age, and most fascinating of all, he was unhappy. 
His unhappiness was surrounded by a mystery 
which even his closest friends could not ex- 
plain. They made a social lion of him ; he 
became the most sought-after man in London, 
the most widely read and most talked about 
writer in Europe. 

When this adulation and applause were at 
their height, Byron suddenly left London. A 
few days later he wrote to half a dozen of his inti- 
mate friends, announcing his intention of leav- 
ing England, and inviting them to spend a last 
night with him at Newstead. Murray, Sheri- 
dan, Hobson, and the ever faithful Hobhouse 
were the only ones who accepted. Moore, 
unfortunately for his biography, was kept at 
home by the illness of his wife. 

Murray was the last to reach Newstead. 
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According to his account he arrived after dark 
and found the other members of the party 
gathered in the old cloister of the Abbey. 
Byron and Hobhouse were having a bout at 
single-stick, while Sheridan and Hobson amused 
themselves by watching the tussle between a 
wolf and a bear, which Byron usually kept 
chained at the entrance of the Abbey, but had 
on this occasion brought into the hall for the 
entertainment of his guests. 

" What do you mean ? " the publisher asked 
Byron, as soon as he had replied to the greet- 
ing of the party. " Surely, you are not in 
earnest about leaving England?" 

" I never was more in earnest in my life," 
Byron replied. He crossed the room and 
threw the stick he had been using into an old 
stone coffin that stood against the wall. " The 
sale of Newstead will be concluded the day I 
arrive in London. As soon as I sign the 
papers I shall set out for Greece." 

" What put the idea into your head ? Why 
do you leave so suddenly ? " 

" Suddenly ! Why, I told you on our first 
meeting! I have been telling you, — telling 
everybody ever since my return. Ask Hob- 
house if I did n't write him from Malta, on my 
way back." 
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"Yes, so you did, Byron," Hobhouse as- 
sented. " Then, you know, you changed. I 
even heard you swear that you would never 
set foot in Turkey or any of its provinces 
again. You had received some letter or dis- 
appointing news, and — " 

" Yes, it was yellow fever. Damn them, 
they lied to me — wrote me she was dead," 
Byron interrupted abruptly. 

At the mention of the feminine pronoun, 
Sheridan and Hobhouse exchanged glances. 
They were beginning to understand. 

"Now that I have found out the truth," 
Byron went on, " I 'm going back. I 'm 
going as soon as I sign the papers for the sale 
of Newstead." 

" But think what you are doing," Murray 
persisted. " Leaving England when the whole 
of the country is at your feet ? Think of the 
life you are giving up ! " 

"Life!" Byron burst out laughing. "These 
endless struggles through balls and dinners, 
listening to the prattlement of colorless women 
and stupid men ! Confound it, Murray ; come 
away with me, and I '11 instruct your soul. 
This life ! It 's the slow bleeding of power. 
Six months more, and you 'd refuse to publish 
a word I wrote. It will ruin any man's work. 
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How can any one prefer to live in this land of 
fogs and villainous weather ? I had but one 
glimpse of the sun during my last stay in 
London, — three months. It was not so large 
as a half sovereign. The very thought of it 
gives me a chill. I must get out there. What 
sunlight that was ! The sky was pure tur- 
quoise, and the atmosphere so transparent that 
a hundred miles seemed one. Hobhouse will 
tell you." 

*^ Surely you don't encourage his madness 
in leaving England ? " the publisher asked, 
turning to Hobhouse. 

" I don't know," said Hobhouse. He had 
taken his seat near Sheridan and Hobson, and 
the three of them sat quietly listening to the 
controversy. " Sherry and I threshed it all 
over with Byron before you came. I have tried 
to make myself believe that I thought he should 
stay, but I can't ; I know his work needs it." 

" And Murray is trying to make me believe 
I need London life; ha, ha!" said Byron with 
a laugh. 

" I say that you are the man of the hour, 
that every line you write has a greater sale than 
all the other writers put together. The whole 
of London is at your feet," Murray replied. 
He was fighting for his publishing house, and 
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he really did not think that Byron needed to 
leave England in order to do good work. 

"What do they know? A lot of fashion- 
driven parrots ! They will applaud every line 
I write, good, bad, or — " 

" Go on, modest child," Sheridan remarked, 
encouragingly. He was stroking a large New- 
foundland dog that stood with its head resting 
on his knee. 

" Damn it. Sherry," Byron exclaimed, laugh- 
ing, " you told me as much yourself last week ! 
Anybody who 's not a fool can tell at a glance 
that * Lara ' is not up to the mark. Yet see 
how the geese cackle over it. You all know, 
as well as I do, that the work I Ve done in 
England is not so good as that done in Greece." 

" Let him alone, and he '11 come home, wag- 
ging his tail behind him," sang Sheridan. 

Murray ran his fingers through his hair and 
looked at Sheridan. He was wondering if the 
case were hopeless. He, above all the others, 
knew of Byron's financial straits. He knew 
also that at the rate his work was then selling, 
a few months, a year at most, would free him 
from his debts and there would be no necessity 
for the sale of Newstead. His thoughts were 
interrupted by the entrance of Fletcher, Byron's 
favorite man-servant. 
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" My lord," the servant said, " there is a 
young man here who says he 'd particularly 
like to see your lordship." 

Byron turned his head slightly, and answered 
carelessly : 

" Let him come in." He went on, speak- 
ing to Sheridan. "You can't honestly con- 
tradict me. Sherry. You 're — Nicolo ! " he 
exclaimed, catching sight of the young Greek 
who was ushered in by Fletcher. "You, in 
England ! When did you arrive ? Do you 
bring me news from — Demetrius ? " 

" No, my lord, a letter from Countess 
Thyrza," the Greek replied, fumbling in his 
girdle. " Though Demetrius did send your 
lordship — " 

"A letter from Lady Thyrza," Byron re- 
peated ; and the color flashed into his cheeks 
and the light into his eyes. His face became 
as radiant as it had been that night on the ter- 
race, when he told Lady Thyrza of the elope- 
ment of Debray and the Star of the Harem. 

" Yes, my lord, and I should have been here 
earlier, a month earlier, but my — " 

" A month earlier ! " 

" Yes, my lord, only my poor old mother was 
taken sick. But I saw her married — I hired 
a friend to watch by my mother — I knew your 
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lordship would forgive the delay, when I told 
you that I waited to see the Countess Thyrza 
married." 

'^Married!" 

The Greek looked up. He had found the 
letter in his girdle. " Yes, my lord, she mar- 
ried General Kassam Pasha." He offered the 
letter. 

Byron stared at him, at the letter; then, 
with a cry like the snarl of a wild beast, he 
sprang on him. 

" It's a lie! It's a damned lie ! " he cried, 
seizing the Greek by the throat. " Take it 
back ! Take it back ! I will choke your 
black heart out, if you do not take it back. 
Take — " 

" My God, Byron, would you kill the boy ? " 
Hobhouse asked. 

They had dragged the Greek away from 
him, and Hobhouse stood holding Byron in 
his arms. 

" Kill him ! Kill him ! " Byron answered 
fiercely. "Yes, I would be glad to see him 
die." 

He wrenched himself free from Hobhouse, 

and flinging himself on the bench by the table, 

covered his face with his hands. The other 

men stared at each other, then at the cowering 
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Greek in the far corner of the hall, where 
Hobson had thrust him. They all turned to 
Hobhouse. 

He shook his head. " I never heard him 
even refer to her until to-night, when he said 
they wrote him that she had died of fever. 
You know we separated soon after leaving 
Constantinople. He returned to Greece alone. 
Perhaps Fletcher can tell." Then he added, 
on second thought : " No, I think not, for 
you will remember he sent him back with 
some important papers for his mother. I can't 
give you any information. I don't know any- 
thing about it." 

Sheridan looked at Byron, who was shaking 
like a man with a hard chill. Then he spoke 
to Hobson and motioned to the Greek. 

" Make him wait outside," he said. "We 
must arouse Byron.'* 

He picked up the letter, which had dropped 
on the floor in the scuflle, and handed it to 
Hobhouse. 

" Give it to him ! we must make him talk." 

" He will take it best from you. Sherry," 
Hobhouse told him. 

Sheridan crossed over to him. He was pro- 
foundly sorry for his young friend. He had 
passed through deep waters himself and real- 
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ized more than any of the others the struggle 
that Byron was having. 

He put a hand on his shoulder, 

" Byron," he said, " read her letter. The 
boy may have made a mistake, or perhaps he 
lied," 

Byron looked up at him. His face was 
ghastly pale. He had bitten his lip through, 
and it was bleeding. He smiled in a half con- 
scious way and took the letter. 

" Thank you. Sherry," he said. " Of course 
he lied. He always was a liar." 

He broke the seal, and, as he opened the 
paper, a smaller sheet fell out and slipped to 
the floor unnoticed. Sheridan kept his hand 
pressed firmly on his shoulder, as he might 
have pressed that of a man under the knife of 
a surgeon. He was sure the Greek had not 
lied. 

Byron read the letter through, his face as- 
suming a withered, hopeless look that needed 
no explanation to his watching friends. When 
he reached the end he looked up with the eyes 
of a tortured animal. 

" Yes, it is true," he said slowly. " She 

married General Kassam Pasha to save her 

uncle from the bow-string. What an old 

hound he always was ! " He glanced about 
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the hall as if looking for some one. " I must 
apologize to Nicolo for treating him so roughly. 
What is that. Sherry, about the bearers of bad 
news ? Poor fellows, I don't believe they ever 
are very popular." 

Then he caught sight of a servant at the door. 

" Joe, you rascal ! " he exclaimed. " What 
do you mean by giving my friends such a dry 
welcome?" He sprang to his feet. "We 
must toast the bride ! Mix a regency punch, 
Joe, — brandy, madeira, and green tea, — no 
water." 

"Yes, my lord, I have the punch, but 
Fletcher wants to know if your lordship wishes 
your priest's clothes," the servant answered. 

" By all means, tell Fletcher to bring the 
cassocks." He threw back his head and 
laughed uproariously. " We '11 invite a visit 
from the Black Friar at midnight, and in the 
meantime drink ourselves drunk toasting the 
bride." 

When each man had put on one of the long 
black cloaks that Fletcher brought in and dis- 
tributed among them, the servant appeared 
with the punch. Among the drinking cups, 
which he bore on a tray, was a human skull 
which had been turned up by the spade of a 
workman engaged in repairing the terrace of 
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the Abbey. Byron had had it cleaned and 
polished, and in the revels of the " Merry 
Monks of Newstead " it was always used by 
the toast-master. Sheridan saw his oppor- 
tunity to prevent the proposed toast to the 
bride, " By reason of my gray hairs and the 
multitude of my years I claim the cup of honor 
for to-night," he said, and, taking the skull, 
he held it for Fletcher to fill. 

He lifted it above his head. " Merry 
Monks of Newstead, a toast," he called. 

*' 'T is wine causes jokes round the table to fly; 
'T is wine, when it -s good, makes us witty and dry ! 
*T is wine causes men all their thoughts to disclose — 
In a word, 't is from wine that all poetry flows.'* 

There was a burst of applause, and Byron 
was the leader. Sheridan bowed his thanks. 
He had the floor and he intended to hold it, 
at least until he was more certain of the humor 
of their host. 

" Now, Byron," he said, " I defy you to 
make a prettier verse to wine." 

Byron laughed and lifted his cup. 

" Fill the goblet again ! for I never before 
Felt the glow which now gladdens my heart to its core ; 
Let us drink ! — who would not ? — since, through life's 

varied round. 
In the goblet alone no deception is found. 
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I have tried in its turn all that life can supply : 
I have basked in the beam of a dark rolling eye ; 
I have loved ! — who has not ? — but what heart can de- 
clare 
That pleasure existed while passion was there ? 

In the days of my youth, when the heart 's in its spring. 

And dreams that affection can never take wing, 

I had friends ! — who has not ? — but what tongue will 

avow 
That fiiends, rosy wine ! are so fidthful as thou ? 

When the box of Pandora was open'd on Earth, 
And Memory's triumph commenced over Mirth, 
Hope was left, — was she not ? — but the goblet we kiss. 
And care not for Hope, who are certain of bliss." 

Sheridan wiped the wine from his lips. 
"When did you write that?" he asked. 
"Where did you get it?" 

" On a tombstone," Byron answered, " On 
the tombstone of my hopes." 

" Well, you 'd better do some more. Talk 
about your work failing ! You never wrote 
finer verses in your life. Write a half dozen 
more and give them to me to take back to 
town. The public will go wild about them." 

" Allah forbid ! I 'm going to drink my- 
self drunk toasting the bride." 

" Give us a song, Hobson," Sheridan said, 
speaking quickly. 
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" Yes, yes, give us a song. It 's ages since I 
heard you sing," Hobhouse added with enthu- 
siasm. He understood Sheridan's object and 
was doing his best to keep the ball in motion. 

"What shall I sing?" Hobson asked. It 
was years since he had received such a pressing 
invitation to sing, not since he left Harrow. 
He also understood and, to gain time to col- 
lect himself, asked again : " Well, what must I 
sing?" 

" ' When first I met thee,' " Byron replied. 

" You 've the grisliest ideas of amusement, 
Byron ! " Hobhouse exclaimed. " What — " 

"It's the most touching song in the lan- 
guage. When I first heard Moore sing it, I 
wept like a child." 

Sheridan smiled and winked at Hobhouse/ 
" We all have our little foibles, as the French- 
man said when he boiled his grandmother's 
head in a pipkin." 

" Yes," Murray said, as he refilled his glass. 
" According to my ideas, London is the most 
desirable place of residence in the world, but 
his lordship persists in going to Greece. Now, 
what is the matter, Mr. Sheridan ? What are 
you kicking me for ? " 

Byron threw a keen, rapid glance at Sheri- 
dan, then burst out laughing. 
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" Caught, Sherry, caught ! " he exclaimed. 
He bent forward toward the publisher. " Oh, 
Murray, my Murray, we have discovered a 
conspiracy ! Hobhouse and Sherry have been 
doing their best to make me forget Greece." 

The shadow of vexation that had hovered 
over Sheridan's face was dissipated. He smiled 
good-naturedly at Byron's mirth. 

" Very well, my young friend, since you 
have so little respect for gray hairs, I will side 
with Mr. Murray and tell you that I think it 
very stupid of you to persist in going to Greece. 
You 'd much better stop in England, marry an 
heiress, and restore Newstead." 

" Yes, I know one that will — " 

" No, no," exclaimed Sheridan. " I made 
the suggestion, I claim the right to name the 
bride. She is an Irish beauty with a fortune 
in her own right. You make her a proposal, 
and I guarantee that you will not be refused." 

He beat on the table with the skull, and 
when Fletcher appeared he ordered him to 
bring writing materials. The other men ex- 
changed glances. They were accustomed to 
Sheridan's eccentricities when he was mel- 
lowed by wine. 

When he had finished writing, he handed 
the paper to Byron. 
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" There," he said, " if you '11 just sign that, 
you '11 not have to go as far as Greece to get a 
beautiful wife." 

Byron's face turned a shade paler, but he 
took the proffered letter and glanced over it. 

" Thank you. Sherry," he said. " 1 prefer 
to choose my own sulphur and matches and to 
make my own hell." He tore the letter into 
shreds and threw them on the floor. 

Sheridan sighed and shrugged his shoulders 
resignedly. 

Murray pushed away his glass. " If your 
lordship would only consider her fortune," he 
suggested. 

"My dear fellow, maybe I 'm wrong as I 
can be, hideously wrong, but I cannot marry 
a woman for her money, not even to restore 
Newstead. I must do my own work and live 
my own life in my own way. There is but 
one lady who can keep me in England. I 
leave it to you all, shall 1 write and make her 
an offer?" 

He spoke in the lightest, coldest manner, 
holding his glass of madeira up between his 
eyes and the candle. 

" Who is the — ? " Hobhouse began. 

" Yes, by all means ! " Murray exclaimed. 
" Let him strike while the iron is hot." 
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Sheridan pushed the writing materials across 
the table to him. 

" There you are," he said. " Do your best, 
and Murray shall judge if the epistle is worthy 
of your talent." 

" Who is she ? " Hobhouse asked again. 

" It doesn't make much difference," Hobson 
replied. " I don't believe there 's a woman in 
England who would refuse Byron." 

"All the more reason for him to be careful 
whom he asks," Hobson answered impatiently, 

" 'Sh ! you '11 disturb the writer's thoughts," 
Sheridan cautioned. 

Byron looked up at him slyly. " When 
writing a love letter. Sherry, the less the man 
thinks, the better the woman will like the let- 
ter." He pushed the letter towards Murray. 
"There, I have finished. I have placed my 
fate in the hands of the wisest and gentlest 
lady in England, — one whose learning is only 
surpassed by her modesty. Miss Milbanke." 

" Byron ! " Hobhouse exclaimed. 

" Why, she has no fortune," Sheridan said. 
"At least, not in her own right. It may 
be years before she inherits from her uncle. 
You 'd better reconsider and take my Irish 
beauty." 

Murray looked up from the written page. 
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"It is such a pretty love letter that it seems 
a pity not to send it. Yet, if your lordship 
would consider the fortune — " 

" It shall go ! " Byron exclaimed positively. 
"If she accepts me, I remain in England. If 
she refuses — well — Here Joe! Send this, 
and tell the messenger to wait for an answer." 

As the servant went out, he turned to Hob- 
house. 

"Well," he said, resting his arms on the 
table between them. "If you want to blas- 
pheme, you had better begin. If she accepts 
me, you know you will have to hold your 
tongue." 

"Well, you see — " Hobhouse began; then 
he hesitated. 

" Say it out ! " Byron exclaimed. " Speak 
now, or forever after hold your peace." 

" Why, what is this ? " Murray asked. He 
picked up a sheet of paper from the floor, and, 
spreading it out on the table, began to read : 

" * Maid of Athens, ere we part. 
Give — »" 

Byron sprang to his feet. 
" Where did that come from ? Where did 
you get that ? " he demanded. 

"It slipped out of the letter when you 
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opened it, Byron/' Hobhouse replied. " I 
noticed it at the time, but I forgot to speak 
about it." 

Byron had not heard him. He stood star- 
ing at the written sheet, his mind gone back to 
the harbor before Stamboul. He saw again 
the slender gilded caique with its scarlet rowers 
and the two beautiful girls reclining in the bow 
among their silken cushions. He gazed again 
into the luminous depths of eyes that he knew 
would be the starlight of his life, while all about 
him the air pulsed with Debray's passionate 
voice singing his love song. 

"They are beautiful verses," Sheridan said. 
He had been standing behind Byron, reading 
over his shoulder. " You 'd better add an- 
other, Byron, and let Murray have them. It 
is the tenderest love song I have ever read*" 

Byron's hand dropped to his side. 

" What did you say ? " he asked, and he 
looked at Sheridan as if he had never seen him 
before. 

"Writeanother verse, bidding her good-by," 
Sheridan said gently. There were tears in his 
eyes, and his voice was husky. 

"Yes, I will," Byron replied. "That is 
just what it needs to make it complete." Then 
he sat down, and, taking up his pen, wrote: 
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*' Maid of Athens! I am gone : 
Think of me, sweet! when alone. 
Though I fly to Istamboul, 
Athens holds my heart and soul; 
Can I cease to love thee? No ! 
Zoe moUt sas agapo^ 

" Fine ! " exclaimed Mr. Murray, " Fine ! " 
He also had been looking over Byron's 
shoulder. " Give it to Mr. Sheridan and let 
him read it aloud." 

" No," said Byron, " her fingers have touched 
it." He folded the paper and put it in his 
pocket. " What were you saying. Hob- 
house ? " he asked. 

"I 1 Oh, yes, I was surprised that you 
should make a second proposal to Miss Mil- 
banke. You know you told me some time ago 
that she had refused you. That was all; it was 
of no importance." 

Byron's side was towards them. He sat 
with his elbow on the table, his chin in his 
hand, looking straight before him. 

"Yes, I made her an offer when I thought 
— she was dead." The hand at his side 
clenched. " My God ! how glad I was that 
she refused ! How glad I was ! I could never 
have married her, and what would the world 
have said of me ! " He spoke as a man think- 
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ing aloud, unconscious of the presence of 
others. 

"Perhaps it will be the same to-night," 
Hobhouse said, expressing the hope in his 
own heart. " Miss Milbanke may refuse, and 
you will discover that there has been — " 

" No, it will be different to-night. She 
would never have returned my verses. Miss 
Milbanke will accept me." He started up, 
as the sound of a horse's hoofs on the gravel 
of the court struck his ears. " It is fortunate 
that the future Lady Byron is visiting neigh- 
bors. We shall not be kept long in suspense. 
Fletcher has returned." 

He walked to the door and flung it open. 

He took the letter from the servant and 
came back to the light. After reading it, he 
straightened up and looked at them with a 
steady face. 

" My friends, I ask you to drink to the 
health of the future Lady Byron. Miss Mil- 
banke has consented to become my wife." 

Sheridan was the first on his feet. 

" We toast the English girl who keeps you 
in your own country and will make you forget 
that you ever saw Greece." 

" Ah, no. Sherry, the heart is not a ball to 
be tossed back and forth and held at the last 
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catch ; but a lodestone, which, having found its 
affinity, clings to it so closely that it must 
needs be wrenched away. When separated, 
the vibration still remains quivering through 
every atom. We will toast first the bride, and 
then the bride that is to be." 

" What is her name, Byron ? " Hobhouse 
asked. " You have never told us the name 
of the Greek girl." 

A sudden flash came into Byron's eyes ; 
then his face became as hard as beaten iron. 

"My friends," he said with a little bow, 
"there is one thing I hold unpardonable in 
a man of honor — to tell or to forget by whom 
he has been beloved. All women are sacred, 
but the woman a man loves is holy." 

He stopped, and lifting his wine glass, held 
it between his eyes and the candle. After a 
moment's silence he glanced around at them, 
and said: 

" I ask you to pledge the future Lady 
Byron." 
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CHAPTER XV 

LADY BYRON FINDS A STRANGE WOMAN IN 
HER HOUSE 

THE return of the Prince of Wales to 
the drawing-room of Lord Byron's 
town house. No. 13 Piccadilly, was 
announced by the faint rustle of silk skirts. 
He had been in the library with his host to 
examine his collection of Eastern arms. The 
season was not far advanced, but Lady Byron's 
receptions were already acknowledged to be 
the most popular in London. The entire 
world of fashion seemed to have acquired the 
habit of stopping on the way from the royal 
drawing-room to drink a dish of tea with her 
ladyship. 

On this particular occasion, when his royal 
highness took his leave, he was quickly fol- 
lowed by the other guests; Lady Melbourne 
and Mr. Sheridan being the last to take their 
departure. 

" Everybody remarks the change in Lord 
Byron since his marriage," Mrs. Charlemont, 
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Lady Byron's confidential friend, said to Sheri- 
dan when he approached to take his leave. 
" I 'm sure you are pleased with his improve- 
ment, Mr. Sheridan." 

" Madam," Sheridan answered with one of 
his courtliest bows, " if God loved Byron as 
much as I do, he would sit on the finest cloud 
in Heaven and be higher than all the Cheru- 
bim." 

When he had passed out, Mrs. Charlemont 
joined Lady Melbourne and Lady Byron. 

" Your receptions are a great success. Belle, 
my love," Lady Melbourne was saying. 
" Byron seems really to enjoy them. I never 
expected to see him take the trouble to make 
himself generally agreeable. He has become a 
model husband. Belle ; all the women in London 
will be asking how you accomplished it." 

Lady Byron smiled her appreciation of her 
aunt's compliment. 

" I am always firm and I never get into a 
passion," she replied. " I always follow the 
dictates of my own conscience and never allow 
his peculiarities to influence me." 

Lady Melbourne looked at her doubtfully. 

She did not quite understand her niece; at 

least she fancied she did n't, for she could not 

imagine that a woman should think she could 
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manage Byron by rule. However, as she 
could see they were happy, it did not much 
matter how it was accomplished. She had 
taken much trouble to bring about the match, 
and she rejoiced to see it turning out well. 

" I 'm sure you never lose your temper, my 
love. You always were sweetness itself. That 
is the only way to manage a man. They are 
all silly about sweet, sympathetic women. 
Good-by, my love." She bent forward and 
kissed Lady Byron affectionately on the cheek. 
" Don't forget you come to me to-morrow. 
Good-by, Charlemont" 

Her ladyship went gayly out into the hall, 
where she found Byron taking leave of Sheridan 
and Hobhouse. She had always admired the 
noble poet and considered him the catch of the 
season. Now that he actually was caught by 
her niece and proving himself a model husband, 
she felt a real affection for him. 
» In the drawing-room Mrs. Charlemont was 
telling Lady Byron : 

" I read your ladyship's last poem to Madam 
de Stael." She drew a dainty sheet of scented 
note paper from her pocket. "She was en- 
chanted. She agrees with me fully that it is 
much better than anything Lord Byron has 
ever written." 
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Lady Byron sank languidly back on the 
ottoman. 

" You always think of me, Charlemont," she 
said, smiling. She was sincerely fond of the 
woman, regarding her almost as tenderly as her 
own mother. "I would rather have the ap- 
preciation of such a genius as Madam de Stael 
than all the praise heaped on Byron by the vul- 
gar multitude. The general public cannot 
understand the higher flights of poetic fancy ; 
their applause is of no critical value." 

" Your ladyship is quite right. Your poetic 
genius is too delicately refined to be understood 
by the vulgar public. Only the most intellect- 
ual, the most sensitive minds, could ever feel, 
ever appreciate, your sentiments, or understand 
the flowers of your imagination." 

Mrs. Charlemont had enjoyed quite a rise in 
life which she rightly attributed to her influence 
over her mistress, an influence which in her 
mind was due to her devotion to her ladyship's 
personal comfort and appreciation of her genius. 
She had begun her service in the family as 
the maid of Lady Milbanke ; next she became 
the nurse of her only child ; then the child's 
governess. When that child became Lady 
Byron, she received yet another promotion, 
for she became not only the director of her 
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household^ but her confidential friend and 
adviser. 

When Lord Byron returned to the drawing- 
room, after bidding his guests good-by in the 
hall, his wife left her seat preparatory to quit- 
ting the room. 

" Don't go. Belle!" he exclaimed. 

Mrs. Charlemont was crossing the room 
towards the library. She hesitated. 

"You will remember the doctor advised 
your ladyship to rest immediately after your 
receptions," she cautioned. " I will see that 
your room is made comfortable." 

"Thank you, Charlemont, you are always 
so thoughtful of my comfort," her ladyship 
replied gratefully. She was far from well, but 
she did not complain, as she considered it a 
bounden duty to live up to the obligations of 
one's position in life. She was a lady of 
fashion, the wife and daughter of peers of the 
realm, and she would never complain of the 
fatigues of a reception. As Charlemont went 
out, she turned to her husband. 

" Do you really wish to see me ? You know 
this is my usual hour for retiring." 

"Yes, but don't to-night. Come and sit 
down and let us have a good talk," Byron 
persuaded, as he pushed a chair before the fire 
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for her. " You know I have n't seen you 
alone for days." 

"Yes, every moment of my time is occu- 
pied. I receive so many invitations, and of 
course I have to give in return." She hesi- 
tated, then added : " I often wish you would 
be more careful and had a stricter sense of what 
is due your position as a gentleman of fashion, 
a peer of the realm." 

"Ah, that is what I wish to talk about! 
Will you not sit down ? " 

" But this is my regular time, Byron, and 
Charlemont will be waiting," she objected. 
She had been reared to think lack of punc- 
tuality, in any matter great or small, a cardinal 
sin. 

" Let her wait," Byron replied, and his tone 
was not amiable. 

Her ladyship's spine became a trifle stiflFer, 
but her voice gained not a shade of warmth as 
she said : 

"Why are you always so spiteful towards 
Charlemont? She is devoted to me and al- 
ways has been. It is not considerate of you." 

" I know, my dear," Byron admitted 
humbly. 

He appreciated how difficult it was for his 
wife to understand his undisciplined tongue 
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and irregular habits. Even in the days of 
their first acquaintance he had been acutely 
conscious of the difixsrent view-points from 
which they looked at the world. It had be- 
gun, he knew, with the drawing of their first 
breath. From that moment her life and sur- 
roundings had been all that the daughter of an 
English peer should have, while his — the 
memory was too bitter — he thrust it aside. 
She had grown up a sweet, well-bred lady of 
unusual culture. Although, from his point 
of view, her horizon was narrowed somewhat 
by the conventions of society and the tenets 
of her church, he appreciated her superiority 
over the women among whom she was thrown. 
He was proud of the very traits that separated 
them — her fondness for the conventions, her 
perfect purity of thought and action. But to- 
night he longed for her sympathy. He wanted 
to sweep aside the shadows that stood between 
them, that they might understand each other 
and see each other's hearts as a husband and 
wife should. She would soon be the mother 
of his child, and to-night he craved her tender- 
ness, some evidence of her afi^ection. 

" I am always too impatient," he added. 
Then he paused, but she made no objection. 
He had stated a truth about himself which 
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she could not in honor contradict, so she said 
nothing. " Do sit down," he said, motioning 
towards the chair he had placed for her. 

She took her seat, and he noticed how 
gracefully her skirts fell on each side of the 
chair and how daintily she folded her hands. 

"What do you wish to talk about?" she 
asked. 

" About our ob — my obligations — " his 
slender, white hands moved nervously on the 
arms of his chair — "as an English peer and 
gentleman. Don't you think we could go to 
Newstead ? " 

" Who ? " her ladyship asked. 

" Just we two, dear, — and a few servants, 
— go to Newstead to live, and give up this 
house?" 

" Why, the season is only just begun ! How 
can you propose such a thing ? " 

He leaned towards her eagerly. "That's 
just it, dear. Society is so expensive. The 
fellows that lend money are so pressing, so in- 
sulting. Living in Newstead, I should n't need 
to borrow money." 

His voice quivered and he looked at her with 
eyes that seemed almost hungry in their appeal. 

" We could n't leave London now," she 
replied composedly. " We have a dinner to- 
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morrow, and I am just sending out invitations 
for a ball." 

"A ball!" 

His right hand had moved down the arm of 
his chair and was plucking at the fringe of the 
upholstery. 

" Why, yes, certainly. I must do my duty. 
Everybody gives a ball." 

" Yes, that is true," he assented absently. 
" I had forgotten. My mother should have 
had me taught dancing." 

Lady Byron involuntarily glanced down at 
his feet. 

" How could you ever have learned to 
dance?" she asked. 

Byron started convulsively, and then shrank 
down, catching his breath. 

Her ladyship regarded him with mild 
surprise. 

" Of course I did n't intend to wound you. 
But, really, I don't see why you should be so 
sensitive, when all the world must know you 
have deformed feet." 

" Yes, of course, all the world must know I 
have deformed feet. I should n't be so sensi- 
tive. It's a bad habit; I must break myself 
of it." 

He spoke through shut teeth, and the hand 
240 



A Strange Woman 

on the arm of his chair was clenched so firmly 
that the nails cut into the flesh. 

" Yes," she assented, " it is a bad habit. 
You have several habits which you should en- 
deavor to cure. Your habit of writing verse 
for publication is — " 

" You do not like my writing verse ? Yet 
you have shown me verses of your own." 

" I never publish them, and I do not en- 
courage people to call me a poet. It is not 
dignified for persons of our position. You 
are the only gentleman of rank in London 
who will sell his thoughts." 

" The gentlemen of rank in London — " 
He threw back his head and roared with 
laughter. " They would do well to sell their 
thoughts." 

" Now that is your vanity," she said, quite 
unmoved by his mirth. "You live for ap- 
plause, to be stared at and talked about. That 
is the reason you prefer the people of the 
theatre to associates of your own rank." 

" You receive the Fitzherbert," he flashed 
back. 

" Of course I do. Mrs. Fitzherbert is the 
most popular woman in London. The queen 
herself—" 

"Yes, my dear, you are quite right," he 
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hastened to say. By a great effort he had 
regained control of himself. He had thought 
this interview all out days before, and so 
much depended on it that he dared not lose 
his temper. He went on, apologetically, " I 
should not have said it. What is there about 
the Drury you do not like ? " 

" I do not like ? What is there for any 
person of rank and culture to like ? Think of 
the story you told me of Mr. Sheridan's lying 
in the gutter all night, too drunk to tell the 
watchman his name. It was brutish, and since 
then I have dreaded to see Mr. Sheridan." 

" I should not have told you," he said re- 
gretfully. Then he asked with a touch of 
anxiety : " Must you leave ? " 

"Yes, it is past my hour for retiring. I 
must not keep Charlemont waiting." 

" No, of course not," Byron replied. He 
walked with her to the door, and, as he opened 
it for her to pass out, he asked, hesitatingly : 
"Then you think we had better not go to 
Newstead ? " 

" Certainly not. It would be so unusual ; 
nobody would understand it." She swept him 
a graceful courtesy. "Good-night," she said, 
and she passed out smiling as composedly as 
when bidding her guests adieu. 
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Byron shut the door and went back to his 
seat before the fire. He sat with his head 
against the back of his chair, staring straight 
in front of him, an expression of fathomless, 
hopeless misery stamped on his pale face. 
Where did his thoughts travel for comfort? 
Not to the future ; he did not dare. To the 
memory of his mother? There was little 
there. To his father? There was less. 

" My lord," Fletcher announced from the 
door, " a lady to see your lordship ! " 

Byron turned his face indifferently towards 
the door. A woman, wearing a veil and a 
long cloak, was entering. As she pushed back 
her veil, the cloak dropped. 

Byron started up. 

" Thyrza ! Thyrza ! Oh, I have wanted 
you so ! " 

He knelt on the floor at her feet, hiding 
his face in the folds of her skirt. She slipped 
down beside him, and, clasping her arms about 
him, drew him close against her heart. Once 
before, when he was grieving over his lameness, 
she had felt him tremble as if from a chill. Now 
what the trouble was she did not know, but 
all the feeling of motherhood, the infinite com- 
passion and love of her nature, were touched. 
She caressed his hair and laid her cheek 
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against his bowed head. All the years of 
their separation seemed to roll away, and they 
were back again on the terrace of the Hill of 
the Muses. 

When Byron rose, lifting her in his arms, 
she put her hands up to his face gently. 

" I came to you as soon as I escaped," she 
said. " I had n't heard from you in months : 
but I knew they had stopped my letters and 
that you had not forgotten me." 

" Forgotten you ! Could I ever forget you ? 
Could I ever forget you ? Oh, Thyrza, how 
I have hungered and thirsted for the sight of 
your face, — the sound of your voice ! It has 
been an eternity, an endless hell." 

He put her in his chair before the fire and 
took his seat on the arm, with his face pressed 
to her face, her arms still clinging around his 
neck. It was like a dream. He had wished 
for her, prayed for her in his dumb misery, and 
she had come to him ! He was afraid to move 
or think, for fear of finding it all unreal. 

Stroking back her hair, he kissed her fore- 
head. 

" You do love me ? " he asked. 

" Oh, my lord, yes, yes ! " 

He pressed her to his breast and kissed her. 
She was real, after all. She had escaped from 
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her Turkish husband and come to him. He 
would keep her, keep her forever. No one 
should ever separate them again. He would 
take her to Newstead, to the ends of — 

She lifted her head, her eyes shining with 
tears. 

" They told me so many cruel lies," she said. 
" They told me that you had forgotten me and 
had married an English lady. They tried to 
make me believe it." 

Byron's lips grew as pale as ashes. He 
dropped down on his knees at the side of her 
chair. 

" You believed them ? " he asked. 

The tears were, still in her eyes, but her 
smile of happy confidence flashed out like a 
gleam of brightest sunlight. She shook her 
head. 

" I had your letters in my bosom. I knew 
that you could love no one but me, — that you 
would return to Greece." 

" I was coming ; I had everything prepared 
when I received your letter, telling me — not 
to come." 

" Telling you not to come ! " she exclaimed, 
staring at him. " I never wrote you such a 
letter." 

" Never wrote me such a letter !" Byron re- 
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peated the words in a quick^ breathless whisper. 
A sudden, paralyzing fear had come over him. 
" Nicolo brought it. He delayed a month. 
He waited to see you — to see you married." 

"Married!" 

"You did not marry Kassam Pasha?*' 

" Marry Kassam Pasha ! " Thyrza's eyes 
dilated with horror. 

Byron stood up. 

" They told me a lie ! " he cried. " They 
told me a lie, and I believed them ! " His 
voice had risen to a stifled cry. 

She took his hand between both her own and 
kissed it. 

"Thyrza!" he said, in a voice that did not 
seem to belong to him. " Thyrza ! " 

" Ah, but why grieve about it, my lord ? " 
she said gently. " It is passed. I did not 
break my oath. I did not even try to escape, 
until after my uncle's death." 

He looked down at her with bewildered eyes. 
" Your uncle's death ? " he asked, in the same 
dull voice. 

" He made me swear not to try to escape. 
He was more cruel than Kassam. He would 
not believe my oath." Her eyes filled with 
tears and she began to weep hysterically. 

Byron caught her in his arms, and pressing 
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her passionately to his breast, kissed away her 
tears. 

"Let us forget, darling, let us forget," he 
murmured, soothing her tenderly. 

" No, no, my lord. Let me tell you ; then 
you will understand.'* She turned her face 
on his breast, reached up and laid her hand 
against his cheek. 

" When you went away, that very day, my 
uncle told me that I must marry Kassam Pasha. 
When I refused — " her hand was pressed 
hard against his cheek — "he struck me." 
She could feel the tremor that passed through 
his body. Gently, very gently, she began to 
stroke his cheek. " He was so furious with 
me that he forgot himself, and I think he would 
have killed me if Kassam had not interfered. 
He was like a madman, and from his curses 
and abuse I learned of the trap they had set for 
you and Demetrius. I was to be the price of 
my uncle's life, but Kassam found that I would 
not consent, so he said he would give me more 
time in which to change my mind. He put no 
restraint on me, beyond choosing my servants 
and telling me the penalty of escaping. My 
uncle was not so trustful of me ; he made me 
swear. And then one day — '* 

He felt the caressing hand tremble, and her 
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bosom heaved with suppressed sobs. Byron 
knelt down at her feet and folded his arms 
about her. 

** Never mind the rest," he whispered, kiss- 
ing her throat. " Never mind ! " 

She put her arms on his shoulders and 
rested her head against his with the movement 
of a tired child. 

" Yes, let me tell it all to-night ; then you 
will know and understand," she said. 

The door of the library opened and Mrs. 
Charlemont entered noiselessly. She stopped, 
looking and listening; then, going out, shut 
the door behind her without making the slight- 
est sound. 

"Then one day," Lady Thyrza went on, 
" Kassam was called away, and, as I was leav- 
ing the church next day, a woman slipped into 
my hand a letter. It was from Yildiz — " 

" The Star of the Harem ! " Byron ex- 
claimed. " Debray helped you to escape ! I 
might have known he would." 

" No, my lord, not Monsieur Andrea. He 
is not in France. I do not think Yildiz her- 
self knows where he is. She says he is the 
emperor's right hand and is sent here, there, 
and everywhere. But she is very happy with 
her children, looking forward to his return 
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at the end of each expedition. She had heard 
of my condition, and sent a servant to pass 
your letters from Demetrius to me. The 
woman took a cave near the Olympieum dis- 
guised as a fortune-teller, and every morning 
she stood at the church door begging. It was 
she, my lord, who sent you my letter, the one 
you answered, and — " 

" Your uncle had written me that you were 
dead, had died of the fever." 

He held her hands and was stroking them 
gently as she talked. 

" Then my uncle's spies told him that I had 
been writing, and he questioned me. I told 
him yes, and to you, but I would not tell him 
how the letter had been sent. He put me in 
the dungeon of Kassam*s palace and fed me 
on bread and water ; and when, after a week 
I still refused, he put irons — " 

"My God! My God!" Byron cried; he 
kissed her hands, her fingers, her wrists, pas- 
sionately, over and over again. " My love, 
my life, you bore that for me! My dear, 
dear love ! " 

" It was only for a week, and then Kassam 
came — " She drew away her hands and 
covered her face. "He took me from the 
dungeon, bore me in his arms, and — " 
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" — and," Byron whispered, and he held 
his breath, waiting for her reply. 

" I was so weak I could not resist, my lord, 
and — he kissed me." Her voice had become 
almost inaudible. 

Byron threw his arms about her. " Is that 
all ? " he exclaimed, breathlessly. "Is that 
all?" 

" No, my lord, not all." 

He drew away again, again holding his 
breath. 

" My gratitude deceived him and he im- 
portuned me again. He asked me if I would 
become his wife if he could prove that you 
had forgotten me and married another. I told 
him yes, my lord ! " She laughed, and lifting 
his hand, pressed the tips of his fingers to her 
lips. " I had your letter in my bosom and I 
knew you would never do that." 

Byron shivered; then he laid his head down 
against her knees, and taking both her hands 
in his, covered his face with them. 

" I know it was wrong, my lord, to have 
given him even that encouragement. The 
next week Nicolo brought me your answer 
to my letter and swore to me that, if I would 
write, he would send the letter in safety. I 
believed him, he had been your servant. It 
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was from the letter that I entrusted to Nicolo 
that my uncle copied my writing and forged the 
letter which was sent you. I did not know 
of it until after his death. I believed that 
Nicolo had sent mine as he had sworn to do. 
Months after I had written it, Kassam came to 
me with a paper ; it was an English paper, my 
lord, and it contained a notice of a marriage 
of a man of your name. They reminded me 
of my promise and tried to make me marry 
Kassam, but I could not be deceived — " 

She laughed happily and pressed his hands 
between her own. 

" I told Kassam that nothing could convince 
me, but hearing it from your own lips." 

Byron knelt with bowed head, his arms 
resting on her knees, her hands clasped be- 
tween his own. 

" My uncle died, and I would have fled to 
Yildiz, but his servant confessed to me about 
the forged letter sent to you, and that they 
had stolen your love song — " 

He put his hand into the breast of his coat 
and drew out a folded paper. 

" Here it is," he said. " It was this that 
made me believe, this that convinced me — " 

With a little cry of happiness she took it 
from his fingers and pressed it to her lips. 
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" I always wore it in rriy bosom ; they stole 
it while I slept." 

Here the library door opened again and 
Mrs. Charlemont came in, followed by Lady 
Byron. 

Lady Thyrza fingered the paper lovingly, 
spread it out on her knee ; then she caught 
sight of the additional verse. 

" ' Maid of Athens ! I am gone — ' " she 
read. She smiled into his eyes. " You wrote 
that when you thought you would never sec 
me again ? " she asked. " But now — now 
that I have come to you — you will never let 
them separate us, not even Kassam Pasha ? " 

Byron clasped both her hands in his, and 
bending forward, kissed her passionately. 

" Never — never ! " he assured her vehe- 
mently ; and he laid his head on her breast. 

Her hands grew suddenly cold and stiff. 
She struggled to her feet, Byron rising with 
her. For a moment everything was dead with 
silence. 

" Who is that ? " she whispered. " Who is 
that?" It was a cry of actual terror. 

There was another silence. 

"Answer her question," Lady Byron com- 
manded. "Tell her who I am." 

Byron stood quite still, like a dead man 
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standing upright. The very soul in him 
withered with dread. He had awaked from 
his dream and was staring into outer darkness. 

"Answer," Lady Byron repeated. "Tell 
her who I am." 

He threw up his hand like a man shot 
through the heart. 

" God forgive me ! " he cried. " You are 
my wife." 

" And you ! " Charlemont hissed, lifting her 
long, pointing finger, " — you — are — his 
drab, — his — " 

" Go ! Before I murder you, go ! " 

Byron was scarcely recognizable. He was 
panting with rage and desperation ; his whole 
frame quivered, and his eyes glittered with the 
frightful glare of an enraged tiger. 

Lady Thyrza turned on him a spectral face. 
She tried to smile, and then she fell down, like 
a dead thing, at his feet. 

When he had lifted her in his arms and 
placed her on the sofa. Lady Byron spoke 
to him : 

" Make your choice ! I will not be insulted 
in my own house. You shall choose between 
us. Either you send that — that woman — 
into the street on the instant, or I leave." 

He looked at her, but he did not hear. He 
*53 



Maid of Athens 



had turned to stone, and all the waters of the 
universe were roaring in his ears, 

" Take your choice ! " Lady Byron re- 
peated. 

Lady Thyrza stirred on the sofa and 
moaned. 

Byron threw his arms around her and buried 
his face in her dishevelled hair. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

A BRIDE OF THE CHURCH 

LORD BYRON and the Count de Villas 
sat for some time in the outer recep- 
-^ tion room of the convent waiting for 
the appearance of the mother superior. Then 
an inner door opened, and an aged nun, sweet- 
faced and gentle, entered and greeted them 
pleasantly. 

" The mother superior is engaged and sent me 
in her stead," she said, and she sat down on the 
hard bench facing them and glanced from one 
to the other inquiringly. 

" I wished to have this letter handed to 
the Countess Thyrza Riga, and ask her to 
see me," Byron explained, offering her the 
letter. 

" Do you mean Sister Teresa ? " the nun 
asked coldly. 

"I — I did not know that she had changed 
her name," he answered, and he glanced at 
Villas in distress. 

The Frenchman spoke. 
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"Lord Byron is a Protestant, sister/' he 
said. " He does not understand the customs 
of our orders. Did Mademoiselle Thyrza 
take the name of Teresa ? ** 

" She chose the name of the founder of our 
order," she replied, glancing up at the one pic- 
ture on the wall. Then she asked : " Are you 
acquainted with the sister ? " 

She looked them both through and through. 

" We are both old friends," Villas told her. 
"I was her uncle's secretary and I have 
known her since she was a small child. My 
wife was her playmate, the Princess Yildiz. 
Doubtless — " 

" Ahj you are Monsieur Andrea Debray ! 
I have heard the sister speak of you and your 
wife." She turned back to Byron, eyeing him 
doubtfully. "I have never heard the sister 
mention your name." 

" Yet she knew him well," Villas assured her. 
" He was often a guest in her uncle's house, 
and he knew both her and my wife in Turkey. 
When you deliver his letter to her — - " 

The nun glanced down at the letter in her 
hand. 

" You understand that I must first gain the 
consent of the mother superior. It may take 
some time." 
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" We are quite content to wait," Villas told 
her. 

As she turned to leave them, Byron asked : 

"Has she taken all the vows — renounced 
the world entirely ? " 

" Not yet," she replied ; and she fixed her 
eyes on him with a cold, scrutinizing gaze. 

As the door closed behind her. Villas turned 
to Lord Byron, 

" Tell me about it," he said, "After Thyrza 
came to you in England, how did you lose 
sight of her ? " 

"That night after she regained conscious- 
ness I took her to a convent. It was the one 
request she made and all I could do; my 
sister was not in London. I would have sepa- 
rated from my wife at once, but Thyrza for- 
bade me. My sister pointed out that such 
a course would cast a slur on the parentage 
of my child and urged me to remain with 
my wife until after its birth. Thyrza would 
never see me again, but she wrote to me 
begging me to consent. I consented to do 
whatever my wife wished. Thyrza wrote me 
again, thanking me, — poor child, she thanked 
me, — and she said it made her happy to know 
that she had not spoiled another woman's 
life." 
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Villas waited a few minutes, then asked: 

" And your wife. Lady Byron, how did she 
accept Thyrza's sacrifice? " 

" My wife ! " Byron replied bitterly, " Oh, 
she never knew of Thyrza's letters to me, or 
that she urged me to keep my marriage vows. 
One of the conditions which she exacted before 
she would consent to see me, was that no refer- 
ence was ever to be made to Thyrza. She 
would never believe anything but the worst." 

" But you explained and told Lady Byron 
who Thyrza was, and when you had known 
her?" 

Byron shook his head. 

" No, I did not tell her who Thyrza was. 
The next day, when I asked to see her, wish- 
ing to explain, she sent Charlemont down to 
say that no explanation was necessary. Ah, 
you do not understand my wife ! " he cried, 
reading the disapproval in Villas's look of sur- 
prise. "She is not heartless. It is the way 
she has been reared. According to her code 
there are but two classes, the good and the 
bad. She saw Thyrza in my arms and heard 
me swear that no one should ever separate us. 
That was not right ; so, according to her code, 
it was entirely wrong. She made the condi- 
tion that I should never mention or refer to 
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Thyrza in her presence, because she considered 
that the dignified, ladylike thing to do." 

He stopped and turned his face towards the 
window. After another silence Villas asked : 

"When Lady Byron refused to see you, 
and sent her companion instead, what did 
you do?" 

" I sent for my sister. She came up to 
town and prevailed on my wife to see me — 
convinced her that it was best for our child. 
When she made the condition that Thyrza 
was never to be mentioned between us, I 
insisted that my sister should tell her who 
Thyrza was and try to make her understand. 
She did try. She told her that we had 
known each other in the East and had never 
seen each other since I left Athens." Here 
he laughed, — a harsh, bitter sound. " Lady 
Byron replied to my sister's explanation, that 
if Thyrza were really a good woman, it was 
singular she should follow me from Athens 
to London and come to my house after dark 
without a chaperon." 

There was another pause, and Byron sat 
staring hard into vacancy. 

"Was it after the birth of your daughter 
that Thyrza left England ? " Villas asked. 

" No, after writing me that last letter. She 
259 



Maid of Athens 

left England without — They would give me 
no information at the convent. Then the 
child was born. My sister came back, for 
Thyrza had made her promise to be with me 
at the time." He lifted his eyes to Villas 
with the appealing look of a dumb animal 
begging to be understood. " I loved my 
child ; I wanted to do my duty by it and its 
mother. Thyrza had prayed me to remain 
true to my vows. She had disappeared and 
I could find no trace of her. I thought my 
wife was reconciled; I was in great trouble. 
We had lived extravagantly and my creditors 
were like a pack of hungry wolves. Then — " 
He put his hand over his eyes, as if to shut 
out a disagreeable picture. Finally he went 
on, "When she was strong enough, it was 
agreed that she should go to her father's for 
a visit until I could settle with my creditors. 
There was an execution ; the furniture of our 
London house had been levied on. A few 
days after her departure I was notified by her 
father, — and later by a letter from herself, — 
that she would n^ver return to me." 

He stopped again, moistened his lips, then 
went on : 

" She gave no reason, and the public, assum- 
ing it was too terrible to mention, cast upon my 
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name every opprobrium. I was abused in the 
public prints, made the common talk of private 
companies, hissed as I went to the House of 
Lords, insulted in the streets, afraid to go to 
the theatre. The Examiner was the only paper 
that dared say a word in my defence, and Lady 
Jersey the only person in fashionable life who 
did not look on me as a monster and my wife 
as a suffering angel. Thyrza cannot refuse to 
come to me now. Every one else has cast me 
off. I will never return to England ; there is 
no one, nothing — " 

He moved wearily in his chair. 

" You have your old home, Newstead," the 
Frenchman suggested. He was not sanguine 
about the result of their mission and wished to 
prepare Byron in a measure and show him 
another road if this failed. 

" No, I have sold Newstead. I shall never 
forgive myself for having done it, but it was 
all I could do. My affairs were irretrievably 
involved ; I had my wife's portion to repay and 
I was determined to add ten thousand pounds 
more of my own to it, which I did. I do not 
now owe a guinea. I shall never return to 
England, even — even if Thyrza refuses to 
come with me. But you, you have not told 
me of your family. You have children ? " 
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Villas smiled the self-satisfied, secure smile 
of a man who has done well for himself. 

"Yes, I have four, three boys and a girl. 
The girl is the image of her mother as I first 
saw her. But Yildiz has not changed. You 
would never think of her as the mother of four 
children. She is the same laughing, saucy 
tease that you knew as the Light of the Harem. 
You must come to see her. She made me 
promise to bring you back with me." 

"Yes, I will go," Byron answered absently. 
Then a second thought flashed into his mind. 
" I cannot, it would be torture. Without 
Thyrza I could not endure it. You must 
thank your wife for me and make her under- 
stand. It would not be possible." 

Villas looked at him, sincerely troubled. 
Such a condition meant suicide ! He must do 
something, in some way — 

The door opened and the nun re-entered. 
Byron rose to his feet with the quick, mechanical 
movement of a man steeled to receive the worst. 

" I gained the consent of the mother supe- 
rior," the nun told him. " But Sister Teresa 
refused to receive your letter. She is to take 
the habit this morning ; she did not wish her 
thoughts to be disturbed by memories of the 
world." She paused. 
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Byron made no answer. He stood looking 
at her, the smile frozen on his face. 

" I gained the consent of the mother superior 
for you to witness the ceremony," the nun went 
on. " If you care to go, I will conduct you to 
the chapel." 

" Thank you," Byron answered. " Yes, we 
will go. You are very kind." 

" Monsieur le baron ! " Villas exclaimed. 
" You know our time is limited, if — if Made- 
moiselle Thyrza — if Sister Teresa cannot see 
us — " 

" We will see her take the veil and become 
the bride of the church," Byron interrupted 
calmly. 

The nun left them alone in the chapel. 
Through the stained glass of the long Gothic 
windows, the light fell as wan as from a dead 
sun. Villas, from long custom, bowed his 
head in prayer; Lord Byron stared straight 
ahead. Not a sound fell on his strained ears ; 
he was conscious only of the figures in the 
chancel. Then other figures came, moving 
to and fro, and the chanting of the priest 
fell on his ears like the echoes from another 
world. 

Villas sank on his knees and motioned to 
Byron to do the same. 
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Three novices were entering; Thyrza was 
the first. 

The figures in the chancel continued to move, 
back and forth, back and forth. The priests 
kept up their monotonous chanting. Byron 
saw only that one slender, graceful figure, that 
beautiful bowed head. 

When they touched her hair and cut it off 
in great shining locks, he put his hand to his 
throat, as a man who is choking. He wanted 
to cry out, forbidding them ; it was his hair, 
the most precious in the world; it had lain 
against his cheek, had pressed his lips. He 
could not utter a sound, his throat was parched 
and his tongue refused to obey him. 

She was coming towards him. Her face had 
the whiteness of alabaster. He could see her 
slender fingers twine themselves about the cross 
on her bosom. 

As she moved past him, her eyes fell on 
his upturned face. It was but an instant, — 
a glance, more tender than love, more sorrow- 
ful than death. He bent his head and kissed 
the hem of her robe. 

The chanting of the priests died away ; the 
moving figures had gone. The air hung mo- 
tionless; the wan light streamed through the 
long windows. 
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The Count de Villas touched his shoulder. 

He rose to his feet, his eyes still staring at 
the door through which she had passed. 

" Thyrza ! Thyrza ! " he cried. " Come 
away with me ! Come away with me ! " 

De Villas took his arm to lead him from the 
chapel. He had expected some show of emo- 
tion, but never this agony of grief. When they 
reached the door, Byron turned and stared back 
at the altar. 

" I shall never see her again," he murmured^ 
" never again — never again — " 

" Yes, Byron, yes ! Such a love as Thyrza*s 
cannot be crushed out by convent rules," 
said Villas. "She loves you and will always 
love you, you and Greece. Some day she 
will come to you again." 

" Come to me again ? " Byron repeated. 

" Yes, you may be sure of that. No power 
can keep her away, but you can do nothing 
more, only hope and wait. She loves you and 
will surely come back to you — " He hesi- 
tated, then added in a lower tone, " Perhaps in 
Greece." 
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CHAPTER XVII 

A LETTER FROM A PENITENT 

"*W "^ THY do you never like me to wear 

^y^ white ? ** The Countess Guiccioli 
^ ^ bent towards Byron as she asked 
the question. 

She had left her husband, giving up fortune 
and friends for Lord Byron, and his feelings 
towards her were very tender. They had 
lived together with the sanction of her father 
and brother for nearly three years, the most 
quiet peaceful years of his life ; and his grati- 
tude for her devotion was unbounded. 

" Perhaps I do not think it becoming to 
you," he replied, smiling at her earnestness. 

" But you must," she persisted. " Every- 
body does. I receive compliments from every- 
body except you when I wear white. To-day 
is the second time you have asked me to change 
my dress when I was wearing white. You 
must have some reason ; what is it ? " 

Byron took her hand and placed it open, 
her palm against his. It was a plump, white 
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litde hand with dimples like a baby*s. He 
began to touch each dimple with the finger of 
his other hand, counting them. 

" You told me, when you asked permission 
to interrupt my writing, that you wished to 
talk to me about going to Greece," he said 
quietly. 

" Yes, my brother told me that you had re- 
ceived an invitation from the London Greek 
Committee, and had some idea of going to 
Greece — " 

She stopped, but he said nothing. 

" Surely you were not serious," she went on. 
"Why should you risk your health, perhaps 
your life, in such an enterprise? Let the 
Greeks do their own fighting and attain their 
own independence ! It is not your country. 
Give them money, as you do to other chari- 
ties, but don't interrupt our love, don't make 
me unhappy." 

" Make you unhappy ? " Byron questioned, 
as though not fully understanding. 

" Yes ; what can I do with you away ? 
Think how happy we have been together, 
how contentedly you have lived and worked ! 
What could I do with you away ? " she 
repeated. 

" Wait for my return," he answered calmly. 
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"Wait for your return! Ah, you do not 
understand my love. To be happy, I must 
see you, know that you are well, content. It 
is not possible for me to be happy away from 
you." She took the hand that had been hold- 
ing hers and clasped it between her own. 
"You must promise me to give up going to 
Greece," she begged. 

He drew away his hand, turning his eyes 
towards the open window. Only once before 
had a woman pleaded with him so earnestly ; 
but she had not pleaded for her own happiness. 

He rose and walked slowly the whole length 
of the room. All day long the old pain had 
been gnawing at his heart. He could not 
stop it ; he did not even know that he wished 
it stopped. Yet he must not hurt this other 
one who had given up so much and sacrificed 
for him everything that a woman holds most 
dear. Ah, she did not know how poor her 
reward had been ! That, he had determined, 
she should never find out. 

" There is no hurry," he said, coming back 
after a moment. " I have all night to decide. 
Trelawney has asked to join the expedition, if I 
go. I am to let him know my decision in the 
morning." Then he added gently : " Now let us 
talk of something else, unless you will sing." 
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"Well, what shall I sing?'* she asked, 
changing at once to his humor. She made 
no pretence of coquetry, not the slightest effort 
to disguise her love. 

"Alia Malla Punca; there is nothing that 
suits your voice so well." 

She began to sing the Hindu folk-song 
which Byron had translated for her a short 
time before. It was one of his favorites and 
suited her voice to perfection, but he did not 
listen ; he sat wrapped in thought. When the 
end came and she turned to him for applause, 
he looked at her puzzled, almost as if he had 
not heard. 

" Now, I Ve sung your song," she said 
gayly, " you must answer my question." 

He smiled at her childish enthusiasm. 

"Any question you choose, provided it is 
not my decision about the Greek enterprise 
before I have decided." 

" Why don't you like to see me in white ? " 
she asked. 

He looked away from her quickly, back 
towards the open window. 

" I have a suspicion," she went on in a 
whisper, after a moment's pause. " A sus- 
picion that she always wore white." 

"Whom do you mean, my wife? " he asked. 
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" Do you suppose that I fancy you are think- 
ing of your wife when you look as you did 
while I was singing ? I am not so easily duped. 
Your face never softens when you think of her. 
She has never stood between us. It is some 
one you knew before you met your wife, some 
one you loved and lost It is Thyrza ! " 

Byron started as if he had been shot. 

" Thyrza," he repeated mechanically. 

" The girl to whom you have written your 
most beautiful verses. You turned away, tried 
to hide your face, when Mr. Shelley read 
'She walks in beauty,* to my father. You 
were as white as a ghost. It was then I first 
got the idea. I have been watching you since. 
Now I am sure it is Thyrza. Why, you are 
shaking now, Byron, because I mention her 
name ! Is it her real name ? I had thought 
it was one you had assumed to make the world 
think her an imaginary love. Is it her real 
name ? *' 

He stood up. 

" Her dear name is sacred," he said softly. 
"I wish it to rest forever unrevealed." 

He turned away and looked out of the 
window. She watched him with the furtive 
glances of a frightened child, in terror of what 
she had done. At last she whispered : 
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" Is it true ? " 

He turned round. 

" Yes, it is true," he said. " She always 
wore white." 

Then a silence, that seemed to have no end, 
fell around them. 

Suddenly Fletcher was standing at Byron*s 
elbow, extending a tray with a letter on it. 
Neither of them had been conscious of his 
entrance. 

" A letter for your lordship," he was saying. 

Byron took the letter from the tray and 
broke the seal. The hand was strange; he 
felt no interest in the contents. Within the 
larger sheet was a smaller one carefully folded. 
He opened that. A sharp pain like the stab 
of a knife ran through his heart, and his face 
turned ashen white. 

" What is it ? " she cried. " You have had 
bad news." 

" No," he answered, rising. ** Only a letter 
that needs my attention ! I must ask you to 
leave me." 

He walked across the room and opened the 
door for her. 

" Are you sure ? " she asked, hesitating be- 
fore she passed out. "Sure it is not bad 
news ? " 
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" Quite sure," he replied, reassuring her 
with a smile. 

When she had gone out, he closed the door 
and locked it. Then he went back to the 
window. 

He drew the bit of folded paper from his 
pocket and pressed it passionately to his lips. 
Her hands had touched it. It had lain against 
her heart; he had seen her place it there. 
Even when she fell fainting at his feet, her 
fingers had kept their hold on his love song. 
Why it had come back to him he did not 
know, he could not think. He only knew 
that it had been with her all these years and 
had pressed her bosom. 

He spread it out on the table and bent 
over it. Yes, it was all there ; the three little 
verses, and the fourth he had added in the 
cloister at Newstead. He put his face down 
against the written sheet, with almost the feel- 
ing that it was a live thing, conscious of his 
affection. 

At last he lifted his head and opened the 
letter. It was from the mother superior of 
the convent he had visited so long ago that it 
seemed ages. Then he thought and recalled 
that it was less than six years before, three years 
after she had come to him in London, two years 
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after his wife had left him. The nun explained 
that in addressing him she acted in obedience 
to the dying request of a sister. Then fol- 
lowed a statement, worded partly as dictated 
by the penitent and partly from the mind of 
the writer. Byron's eyes ran over the page 
and were caught. 

" I gained the consent of the mother superior 
and I went with the letter to Sister Teresa. I 
found her at her devotions, preparing for the 
holy rite. She was so young, so beautiful, and 
unspotted by the world that my heart misgave 
me. I doubted the object of the gentleman 
and I feared the influence of his letter. As 
soon as I could speak to her, I said : 

" * Sister, I have a letter for you.* 

" Again I was overwhelmed by fear for her, 
for the influence of the letter on her spotless 
innocence. I kept the paper folded against 
my bosom ; she could not see it. When she 
held out her hand to receive it, I added : 

" * Sister, I would not read it.' 

" She bowed her head meekly, accepting my 
advice. 

" * I will not read it, sister,' she said. * Please 
see that it is returned to the writer.' " 

Byron lifted his head, his face radiant with 
exultation. All the weary days, the sleepless 
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nights, when he had questioned the depth of 
her love, rolled away. She had not known it 
was his letter, had not even seen it. Ah, what- 
ever else the world had taken from him, it could 
not take her love ! That was his, was his always, 
even unto the end ! 

His eyes went back to the written page, and 
he smiled. She was dead. One short month 
she had lived among the sisters, and then she 
had risen among them and confessed her fault. 
She had broken her vows ; she had not kept 
her mind fixed on the duties of their holy 
order, untainted by thoughts of the world. 
She loved, and she could not forget. 

When the week of her penance was over, 
worn down and weakened by unaccustomed 
severity, she faded away like a tender flower, 
transplanted in alien soil. Then they had 
found, pressed next her heart, his love song. 
He raised his eyes to heaven, transported by 
the thought that they were no longer separated, 
that her presence was always with him, know- 
ing his love unchanged, his every — 

With an expression of awful terror he shrank 
down with a stifled groan. All the sins and 
follies of his life rose up before him ! She 
would see him as he really was; she must 
know. He stared about him wildly. Oh, 
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that the mountains of the earth would fall 
on him, that the waters of the sea would hide 
him, that she might not know him as he really 
was ! No, no, there was nothing, nothing 
could hide him ! By his own acts he had 
killed her love! Her faith in him had passed 
away months ago, when her soul had put on 
its garments of immortality. Her love was 
dead, and he was cast into outer darkness! 

He bent his head down to the table, burying 
his face in his arms. He had known pain and 
anguish ; but this was despair. He thought of 
the white radiance of her innocence. It was 
impossible for her to love a man so defiled ; she 
would turn away from him with horror. 

As silently as the perfume of a flower, as 
sweet as the whisperings of love, the thought 
found place in his mind that, if she knew his 
follies, she must know his trials ; if she knew 
his sins, she must know his temptations. 
Again he felt the pressure of her arms about 
him, and she covered his feet with her skirts. 
The stains of his sins were hidden ; she had 
covered them with the garments of her 
love. 

All the night through she was with him, as 
tangibly as she had been on the terrace of the 
villa on the Hill of the Muses. He could feel 
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the touch of her soft cheek against his own, and 
the clasp of her hand ; he could hear her gentle, 
loving voice, her laugh, like a ripple of sun- 
shine. 

The night passed, but it seemed to him only 
an instant. He could still feel the pressure 
of her hand and hear the whisperings of her 
voice, when the entrance of Fletcher aroused 
him. 

" My lord, I did not know you were up ! ** 
the servant exclaimed, on catching sight of him. 
" I would not have disturbed your lordship. I 
came in to open the windows." 

Byron turned to him, smiling. 

"Your lordship is better this morning," 
the man went on. " I have not seen you 
look so well in years. You look almost a 
boy again, as you did when we travelled in 
Greece." 

" We are going to return to Greece,*' Byron 
told him. " You must take a message to Mr. 
Trelawney at once. Tell him that I shall 
begin preparations immediately. I am going 
to Greece." Then he added, as if speaking 
to himself: " Going to meet Thyrza ! " 

" To meet whom, my lord ? " Fletcher 
asked. 

Byron looked at him in questioning surprise, 
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as though not fuJly conscious of the meaning of 
his words. 

" I thought your lordship was speaking to 
me and that it was part of your message," the 
servant hastened to say. Then he added : " I 
will go to Mr. Trelawney at once." 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

LOVE UNCHANGEABLE UNCHANGED 

IORD BYRON lay in a darkened room in 
his house in Missolonghi. It was the 
-^ tenth day of his illness, and Doctor 
Thomas, the English physician summoned 
from Zante, had just arrived. He bent over 
the sick man, laying his cool hand on his 
feverish brow. 

" How is your lordship feeling to-day?" he 
asked. 

For an instant Byron's eyes flashed with a 
look almost like recognition; then he threw 
up one arm, waving it above his head, and 
shouted : 

" Courage, Greeks ! Charge against Le- 
panto! Forward — forward — ** The last 
words trailed off into unintelligible mutter- 
ings, as he again relapsed into stupor. 

Doctor Thomas stepped away from the bed 
and spoke to the two young physicians who 
had been in attendance since the beginning of 
Byron's illness. 

278 



Love Unchangeable Unchanged 

" When was his lordship last conscious ? " 
he asked. 

" Yesterday about — " Doctor Bruno began, 
then, hesitating, he glanced towards Fletcher. 

" It was at six o'clock yesterday afternoon, 
sir," the English servant said, coming forward. 
" Captain Parry came to see him and when he 
had gone my lord seemed tired, and he turned 
on his pillows and said, * Now, I must sleep.' 
Those were my lord's last conscious words, 
sir. Since then — " Tears were streaming 
over the man's cheeks, but he was totally 
unconscious of them. "Since then he's been 
just as you see him now, — or muttering, 
talking to her." 

" Talking to her ? " the doctor questioned, 
puzzled. " You mean his wife. Lady Byron ? " 

" Oh, no, sir, not her ladyship ! When he 
was first taken, he did give me a message for 
her, and for his daughter, and his siste', but 
since the delirium came on, it's always this 
other one. I never heard my lord mention her 
name but once before. Then he was speak- 
ing to himself, and he said he was going to 
Greece to meet her. I think it is — " Here 
he broke down, sobbing like a child. " I think 
it is his lordship's secret. There! Listen 
to him!" 
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" They are free, Thyrza ! " Byron exclaimed, 
as though announcing a piece of good news. 
" I kept my promise. I gave my fortune and 
my health. It is free — a free country — " 
Here he laughed contentedly and appeared 
to fall asleep again. 

" It 's Greece," Fletcher told them between 
his sobs. " He promised her to liberate Greece. 
All last night it was the same, telling her that 
Greece was free. Then it would be Newstead ; 
they were going to Newstead and were on 
their way. Oh, sir, " he cried, " it was horri- 
ble, horrible, — to hear his lordship weep and 
grieve, as he did last night! He was back 
in Newstead alone. He was telling her of 
his mother's death, going over all the old days 
after his return from his travels, always begging 
her to come to him, telling her how he loved 
her — " Here the man broke down, and 
covering his face with his hands, rocked from 
side to side. 

" God knows I did n*t know my lord was 
in such trouble then," he went on. " He left 
London and buried himself at the old Abbey ; 
shut himself up in his room all day, only 
walked out nights. His friends laughed at 
him and said he did it to make a mystery, 
to cause the world to talk. God knows I 
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didn't think my lord had a real sorrow like 
this. He was always — ** 

Byron was talking again. 

" You don't know what your love means 
to me," he was saying. "In all my life I 
have never had any one to love me. Even 
my mother can never forget that I am her 
* club-footed brat.* " His face was contorted, 
and he shivered. Then the lines of suffering 
smoothed out and he laughed happily. " We 
will be married — to-morrow — I will never 
let you out of my sight. We will go to 
Newstead — be so happy — so hap — " His 
voice trailed off again. 

They were all weeping now. Even the old 
doctor and the governor of Missolonghi, who 
had seen men die by the score, allowed their 
tears to flow, unashamed. They could hear 
the sobs of the soldiers, members of his com- 
pany, who stood waiting in the reception 
room; and out in the street the men and 
women, who had stood for hours watching 
the door and asking every one who came 
out, " How is my lord, now ? " were weeping, 
too. 

Byron had been living among them just two 
months. On his arrival he was received with 
enthusiastic demonstrations of joy. The ships 
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in the harbor saluted him as he passed. The 
governor, with all the civil authorities and the 
troops, met him on his landing and conducted 
him to the residence prepared for him, amidst 
the shouts of the multitude and the thunder 
of cannon. They welcomed him, not only 
as the commissioner of the London Greek 
Committee, but as a great genius, the ardent 
lover of liberty, the zealous advocate of the 
freedom of Greece. 

Besides paying the arrears due the fleet, and 
taking into his service a large body of native 
troops, he exerted himself to reconcile the 
quarrels of the patriot chiefs, to make them 
friendly and confiding towards one another, 
and to mitigate the ferocity with which the 
war had been carried on. The very day of 
his arrival was signalized by the rescue of a 
Turk who had fallen into the hands of some 
Greek sailors. He not only saved this man's 
life, but after having him clothed and fed, 
sent him to the governor of Patras with the 
request that he give similar treatment to Greeks 
that might fall into his hands. 

As the time passed, the people learned to 
appreciate the purity of his devotion to their 
cause and his zeal for the welfare of the op- 
pressed. There was no one too humble to 
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claim his protection. Regardless of age, sex, 
or nationality, he was a friend to all who 
needed his help. So, added to their admira- 
tion of his genius and their gratitude for his 
assistance to their struggling country, there 
grew up in their hearts a personal tenderness, 
a feeling almost as if he were of their own 
blood. 

When the report of his illness spread through 
Greece, men and women walked miles to in- 
quire : " What is the latest news from Misso- 
longhi ? How is my lord to-day ? " 

When it crept into the Turkish camp at 
Patras, Kassam Pasha, the general in command, 
smiled in exultation. Whether he lolled in his 
harem or led his troops to battle, he never 
forgot the man who had ruined his prospects 
of a brilliant European career and robbed him 
of the only woman he had ever cared to make 
his wife. It mattered not that Byron had 
gained nothing by his loss and had suffered 
as much, perhaps more ; he knew that he was 
the cause of his disappointment and he re- 
joiced to hear of his sickness. Only one thing 
could please him more, — to hear of his death 
before the Greeks gained their independence. 
In their first contest he had forced him to 
leave the country before he had attained his 
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object, Thyrza. Now, if he should be thwarted, 
if death should force him away before the 
freedom of Greece was established ! Kassam 
laughed again and sent a spy to inquire: 
"What is the latest news from Missolonghi? 
How is my lord to-day ? '* 

All that day a storm had been gathering, 
and, as the afternoon wore on, rain began to 
fell in great heavy drops. The people, who 
stood on the street before Lord Byron's door, 
held their places as though unconscious of the 
storm. They waited, silently praying though 
they dared not hope, while in the sick-room 
the great inevitable battle was being fought 
out, that battle which begins with our coming 
into the world, the battle between the flesh 
and the spirit, between the mortal and the 
immortal. 

Byron had gone back, far back to the mem- 
ories of his childhood. Between the bursts of 
the storm they heard him laughing with his old 
nurse, talking to his mother, to his father, 
puzzling over his lessons at school, calling to 
his boy friends at Harrow. Now he was back 
in Greece with Thyrza. 

" You are — going — to be — my wife — " 
The flesh had grown very weak ; his voice had 
sunk to a whisper and his words came between 
284 



Love Unchangeable Unchanged 

gasps for breath. "We will — return — to 
England — life — at — New — " 

" I believe she is dead," Fletcher groaned 
between his sobs. . " I believe she died long 
ago, and now my lord is waiting for her to 
come for him." 

** Greece — is — free — Thyrza — " His 
strength was ebbing fast. "I — kept — my — 
prom — *' 

His wan, careworn face took on an ashen 
hue. The silent watchers held their breath, 
strained their eyes, — then heaved a sigh of 
relief. He was still with them. The flickering 
breath still fanned the delicate nostrils, — weaker 
and weaker — was almost gone — 

He opened his eyes and turned his head on 
the pillow. 

" Thyrza," he cried, " Thyrza ! " and his 
face was radiant with youth and happiness. 

The storm burst ; then came a flash of 
lightning, a clap of thunder, a fierce rush of 
wind and rain, and the storm-loving spirit 
took its flight. 

" My God ! " Fletcher cried, falling on his 
knees beside the bed. " She came for him ! 
My lord is gone ! " 

The servants in the reception room began 
to weep aloud. The people in the street — it 
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was a sound like a great sob wrung from the 
heart of a nation ! 

Then there came the boom of a cannon, 
thirty-seven shots. Each was answered by an 
exultant volley from the Turkish fort. Gen- 
eral Kassam Pasha was rejoicing in Patras. 



THE END 
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By FRANCES SQUIRE 
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Incontestably the work of a genius. — Buffalo News. 

A masterly study of certain problems of married life. — 
Chicago Record-Herald. 

A strong story of American social life. Thoughtftdness 
of purpose, intensity of conviction, and vigor of treatment 
are conspicuously apparent. — New York Tribune. 

One of the most brilliant novels of the season. — Toledo 
Blade. 

Treats of a f^sh and vital theme in a daring manner. — 
Louisville Times. 

It is strong, fresh, original, purposeftd, and it is ftdl of 
human interest. — Detroit Free Press. 

A wonderftilly true presentation of marriage under cer- 
tain conditions, and of the inevitable effect upon a woman's 
character. There is never a point where the author swerves 
from absolute truth. The most remarkable novel that has 
come to our desk for many a long day. — New York Times. 
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Illnstrated. 906 pages. 12mo. $1.60. 



An engrossing story of a yonng Englishman who acci- 
dentally becomes the possessor of a portion of a secret 
agreement between Russia and Germany, and thereby 
lays up for himself a world of trouble. For some time all 
the ingenuity of the secret police of three countries is 
taxed to obtain possession of that one paper and the hero. 
The plot is one of tense power and the reader is carried 
at breathless pace through a maze of incident, plot, and 
counterplot. A pleasing love element relieves the heavier 
interest of the story, which is altogether one of the best 
this clever author has written. 

Mr. Oppenheim has never done anything better. — London 
Daily Graphic. 

The whole story is wonderftQly plausible, and with it 
there is some clever characterization. — London Daily 
Express. 

A thrilling book, holding the reader breathless through- 
out. — Lloyd 's Weekly News, 
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356 pages. 12mo. Cloth. $1.50 



A THOROUGHLY live novel of the struggle for con- 
trol of the Pennsylvania oil production. — Pittsburg 
Times. 

Strong, pulse stirring, convincing. — Chicago Record- 
Herald. 

The story is filled with human interest, action, vigor, 
and fine character drawing. — Indianapolis News. 

There is a charming love tale with a happy finale as the 
climax. — Philadelphia Record, 

Mr. Thorpe has written an absorbing tale. — St, Louis 
Globe-Democrat. 

The characters are well drawn, strongly contrasted, and 
essentially typical of the time and region. Mr. Thorpe 
has successftilly recreated for us the beginnings of the 
struggle for monopoly between the local independent pro- 
ducers and the outside invaders in the field. — New York 
Tribune. 

Among the most pleasing and satis&ctory books of the 
year. — Philadelphia Press. 
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By HENRYK SIENKIEWICZ 

Author of **Kmghtt of ths Oro9S,** " With Fire and Bword,'' 
•• Th§ Dduge,^ " Quo Vadu^*" etc. 

Translated from the Polish by Jeremiah Curtin 
19mo. Decorated Cloth, $1.50 



This important work is the only one written by this 
renowned author since the year 1900, when he completed 
'^ELnights of the Cross." The scenes are laid in Poland, 
and the period is the reign of the famous King John 
Sobieski, just before the Turkish invasion in 1682 to 1683. 
Sienkiewicz has woven a wonderftd romance of great 
brilliancy and strong character drawing, and in no book 
by the author of " Quo Yadis " has he displayed his great 
genius more strikingly. 

He tells a charming, tender, and passionate love-story 
of remarkable intensity, and gives the reader acquaintance 
with characters not inferior in vigor and interest to those 
of the great trilogy. The complete work has been trans- 
lated by Jeremiah Curtin. 
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